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To her GRACE 
THE' 
Dutcheſs.of Grafton, 


MADAM, | 
Cl Hall The guilty of T autologies ? Shall 
\ J 1 Name Grafton firſt, -and ſay /he's 
Beautiful ? Or ſhall I ſay your Ladyſhip is 
moſt Beautiful, and: need I then Name 
Grafton f _ 

What is it I feel inſpiring me, while [ 
addreſs'you ? What us it Tranſports my 
Senſes and my Soul with Raviſhment ® 
'Tis Grafton ; 'tis the Datcheſs of 
Grafton, Love's Goddeſs, and the (Uueers 
of Beauty. | | | 

[ ſee your Ladyſhip in Idea, bitt ev'n 
the Idea repreſents not anyform ſo Amiable, 

T be fancyful Poet's Miſtreſs in imagi- 
riation wears Charms Divinely ſhining, 
wears Beauties gloricuſly Aerial; yet fy 
inf ertour. 


kh + © To 


= Epiſtle Dedicatory. - 


To whom but to your Grace ſhould 1 F 
preſent Amalia? To you, the Miſtreſs, 
the Amalia of of the World. 

O Paris! A ha ry Son of Royal Priam! 
Who . ſaw three Goddeſſes at once, three 
Graftons! Not Hellena, made both the 
bribe and the reward for the Golden prize 
which he decreed to Venus, knew any 
Charms, like Grafton's : Not Hellena ; 


. Net Venus ſelf; no, not the three Gotl- 


deſſes could make up, with Gharms 
united, Glwries ſo erquiſitel ly Celeſtial. 
Had your Grace on Ida's Mount ap- 
pear 'd 3, 34d you Hood there a Candidate ; 
in vain, bad Wiſdom, in vain had Empire 
£00, aid the Fair, Fatal C harming Beauty 
Had all in wain "7 offer d ; Juſtice had 


prevail 'd Or all, 


O Grafton! 'T rs almoſi Impious for a 
Poet to approath. you, not in Verſe ; where 


 t& the incenſe 1 cald offer at the Shrine of 


Beauty © Where is the Praiſe , through 
which the Poet claims his Priviledge to a- 
dore © Where are the Flights, the Raptures 


of 


"CO—_ 


© The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


of Extatich Poetry * Why ſoar they not ? 
Why? *Tis becaufe they Flag beneath you. 

I cannot Praiſe you; 1 will not then 
attempt it; 1 have not Venus's ſufficiently 
Divine, before me, to draw this Venus 
by. Scarce other Beauties are bright e- 
nough to .be the ſhadows of your Piffure ; 
T ſhall therefore reſiſt the Torrents of my 
fancy, and withhold my Artleſs, my una- 
ble Pencil. | 

If ſorrow in the Face of the Grecian 
Chief could be no otherwiſe expreſt than by 
a Curtain drawn to wail it, bow ſhall I pre- 
ſame to hope that the Superlative exceſs of 
Beauty can be deſcrib'd which blooms in 
yours I too muſt draw the Curtain here, 
.and rather chooſe to hide the Charming ob- 
jet, than, by expoſing it in a fan 
glimmering Light, to darken, and obſcure | 
it more. 

"Tis Elyzium, *tis the Kingdom of 
Love, which Courts your Grace's preſence ; 
both Sylvius and Amaſia Foyn'd (but in 
@ fancyful enjoyment, ) claim in this Poem 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


CLAD 


the Tenant's right of doing Homage to our 
l Ladyſhip, both Court "your Grace to give 
A a viſit to their bumble Groves , to that 
Elyzium which we can poſſeſs only in your 
Grace's i whereſoe'er your Grace 
appears, Love ſways, and fixes bis unal- 


terable Kingdom there, 


$ I am, 
May it Pleaſe your Grace, 
Your Grace*s moſt Obedient, and moſt 


Humbly Devoted Servant. 
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THE 


PREFACE 


Ince *tis inevitable that Books muſt be Pub- 
lifb'd, when Printed, "tis almoſt a neceſſary 
| Conclaſion that Prefaces muſt be written, 


whether they will be read or not. TI have been in a 


thouſand various Thoughts how to manage in a 
Point ſo very Nice ; ſometimes I have inclind to 
attempt in ſome ſort « Vindication, at leaſt of 
ſome of the following Poems ; then, I have con- 
demw'd them all, with Cenſures on my ſelf, as ſe» 
vere, 1 am Jenn, as my Muſes and T can meet 
with from the moſt rigidly-2ood Judgment of the 
moſt Malicious C viticl : Again I thought to Mus 
ſter up all the Poetical excuſes the doubting Aus 
thor ſwells with, Juſt before his Off-Spring comes 
to Light ; as the Juvenile Years in hich F writ 

m; (which by the way, gives me Occaſion to ſay, 
that on that account I calPd the Book the Works - 
of the Muſes, having a Notion that the Title 
bears in it an Air of Puerility.) The unaeſigning 
the Publication of moit of them, when written ; 
the Pabliſhing them at laſt not thro' any vain Po- 
puler ends, but for Private neceſſary Reaſons ; 
and the having deitroy'd a larger Colleftion than I 
pow mo 1 thought might be of weight enough 
for ſo light a thing as an excuſe. The two lait 
Reaſons mentio'd claim lil my Approbation, 


The Preface. 
for the one excuſes me to my ſelf, which T think 
moit Material ; and the lait of all will in a great 
weaſure excuſe me to the World, I think it ne- 
cefſary only to ſay three or four Words more, and 
thoſe partly in Vindication. T have writ ſeveral 
Copies on very trifling Occaſions; Mr. Waller 
has writ ſome. There are ſeveral of Ovid's 
Stories which F have imitated , many of them 
have been already attempted, (ome by ſeveral 
FHlaras ; and mot of them have been. very well 
perform d by my Brother, and Publiſh'd fome Years 
ſince ; mine were written in an other Kjngdom be- 
fore I knew of his. There is nothing now remains, 
for my own ſatisfattion to be ſaid, but tc aſſure 
' Fhe*Ladies that they will meet with nothing in my 
* Writings that need cauſe « Bluſh ; and ſo, hum- 
© bly recommending my Book to their Protedion, 1 
am wholly indifferent, and ſhall be anconcern'd at 
* what the Grave and the Preciſe ſhall ſay. 


Paſcitur jn vivis livor : Poſt fata quieſcit, . 
Turc ſuis ex merito quemque tuetur, bono® 

Ergo etiam cum me ſupremus aduſlerit ignis, 

Vivam ; Parſque mei magna ſvperſtes crit. 
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; "RO 
SYLYVIUS, 
ON HIS 


AM ASYI A 


Read ; and all your Works my wonder raiſe, 

Thou gav'ſt me Pleaſure, and PII give thee Praiſe. 
With Wit ſo Charming thy ſoft Paſſions move, 

Minerva now ſhould grow the Queen of Love. 


Sylvius 
m—— To thee a double Fame is due, 
Both as the Poet, and the Lover too. 
She too grows doubly fam'd, whom Sylvius woves, 
Amaſia, both the Miſtreſs and the Muſe. 
If thou haſt Lov'd, and thy Complaints be Juſt, 
I pity thee,---and every Woman muſe. 
Sbe's dead---0ur Sex's glory, and their ſhame ;, 
Could ſbe be Mortal, yet deſpiſe thy Flame ! 
If thou baſt Lov'd, but balf as thou baſt writ, 
(But ob ! Who Loves, with ſuch a World of Wit.!) 
| The 
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The Maid, the Cruel Charming Maid you Sung, 


With darts by Death, not Cupid, ſhould be ſtung. 
Death bas abſolvd thee of thy Conſtant vow ; 
Forget the Maid, Fame be thy Miſtreſs now. 
Eae, which you Court not, to your Arms will flee, 
Toe World will give, but take it firſt from me. 

In vaiu---ſhe gives you Fame, whom you adore, 
Your Paſſion gives you that, but gives nomore. | 
Suchnat*ral turns in all your Numbers roll, 

Were there no ſenſe, the ſtrain would move the Soul. 
Their force is ſuch as is in Muf ck found, 

We ſhould be Charm'd, by the bare Power of ſound. 
Tho? none can better write, do you write on, 


Lou can be only by your ſelf outdone. 


All other Poets, reading thee, Deſpair, 
And grieve to think thou haſt ſo vaſt a ſhare. 
HAſbam'd of their own labours may they grow, 
Whilſt from thy Pen whole Helicon does flow. 

Thy growing Laurels ſpread above. us high, 

Spring thro the Air, and mounting, reach the Sky: 
When Eccho'd from the Stars by ſounding Famt, 

A laſting glory ſhall ſecure thy Name. 

Go on, and let thy thoughtful, wand ring Muſe, 
Raviſht with Love, no ter ſubjetF chooſe, 


* 
Let thy ſoft numbers ſtill en. 'tploy thy Pen, 
Thy Muſes Works ſurpaſs t. he Works of Men. 
In after Ages may thy glory t brive, 
And may thy name great Dr yden's name ſurvive. 
Thou doſt our Souls with thy ſ,5ft Paſſions move, 
Thou Art a Poet, like the Goa" of Love, 
You andthe God of Love Amalia mourn, 
The God of Love and you are Poets born. 
Hold, I'm your Friend, and I muft need adviſe, 
Be wiſe, yet &er it be too late, be wiſe. 
] Nor from the Preſs, nor the ingrateful Stage, 
To your own raine, Charm a thankleſs Age. 

Amaſia's dead— ſome ſolid good purſue, 
Since every Muſe bas done a task for you ; 
Merit ſcarce ever meets reward- Adieu. 

Yet bold ; if ſtill you would your ſelf excel, 
Leave off----ſo Wicherly did more than well, 


Urania- 
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Non mihi mille placent ; nift ſum deſertor amoris : 
Tu mihi (/3 qua fides) cura perennis eris. 


«TO 3 WE 

GOD of LOVE. 
= 

PINDARICK. 
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Sine Numine nihil. 


C41 


4 Ome loſe themſelves to gain a laſting Name, 


(of. Fame : 
And fhun thoſe Rocks which bar the Coaſts 
Art does the skilful Pilot fit, 
To guide in the full Sea of Wit, 
The Poet flies with fancy's Sails, 
Fame's wanton Breath affords him Gales, 
A mighty Voyage now he takes 
The Muſes Indies muſt be ſought, 
The choiceſt Oare muſt thence be brought, 
B 2 The 
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© To the God of Love. 


Whole Floods of Senſe upon him rowl, 
Behold, what wondrous way heamakes ! 
His courſe will ſoon be run, 
Tho” adverſe Winds controul, | 
| And rudely toſs a while his Soul, a 
He Sails about the World of thought, 
And Journies like the God of Wit, the Sun. 
Me Love ſhall guide, tho* Love be blind, 
To thee alone thy Poet flies, 
Thy Mother ſprung from Seas we find 
Thou, little, Infant God, behind, 
No Winds but gentle Sights ſhall riſe, 
Pl ſteer my courſe by my Amaſia's Eyes, 
Amaſ1a lies the Golden Coaſt, 
Which I ſhall reach at laſt, or in the Search be loſt. 


(2) 


Fam'd by their Muſes flights let others prove, 


While I am Born upon the Wings of Love. 
Some climb the Poets Hill with pain, 
Yet to no height arrive, 
Like Sy/phus his ſtone, in vain 
Roll'd up, to be thrown down again, 
When tir'd, at length, they ceaſe to ſtrive, 


And on the barren plain dejected lie and live, | 
| Me 


To the God of Love. 


Me my Ambition only leads 
:Beneath the Hill to ſeek out pleaſing Groves, 
The Charming Muſes haunt the ſhades, 
And there in Lawrel Bow'rsI would reveal my Loves. 
Congreve, and Wicherly are great, 
Upon Parnaſſus tops they tit, 
Not raivd by Fortune, but by Fate, 
Their Praiſe is to their Merits late, 
They lord it o'er the World of Wit, 
The Mighty Dryden, o'er their Heads, |, 
Like a vaſt cloud appears, 
Gilt with late Sun-beams, wide he ſpreads, 
And grateful dew upon them ſheds, 
'* Fruitful, yet ſhining too in Evening Years. 
His fancy ſtill ſwift does in Lightnings fly, 
And loudly rowling Words run Thundring from 
(his Sky. 


C23 


Behald his Lawrels icatter*d from him tar, 
Thoſe Wreaths not proof againſt the Bolts of War, 
The Godlike, great Naſſaw is Crown'd ; 
A while we Martial noiſes hear, 
Shrill Clangors Eccho thro? the Air, 
The Mulick of oft Numbers drown'd, 


B 3 
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Ty the God of Love. 


Branches that deck the Conqu”rour's brow, 
Made wet with Blood, ſtill blooming grow,. 
The Poet now that hopes to be renown'd, 
Should his Juſt Praiſe, loud as his Trumpets,Sound. 
Alcides, when an Infant, ſtrove 
With Serpents which againſt bim roſe, 
His Cradle prov*d his claim to Jove, 
He ſmil'd to ſee them gayly move, (Foes, 
And in their own bright Folds he chain'd the hiſſing 
His Praiſe by mighty labours came, 
In Paths of Glory ſtill he trod, 
_ His weighty Club beat out the Road, ; 
His own great Pillars rais'd his Name, 
High, ſoaring Praiſe he drew 
From the Stymphalides he ſlew, 
Their gawdy Plumes Feather'd the Wings of Fame. 
His great Exploits ſuch vaſt Applauſcs bore, 
The Lyon which he kill'd ne'er could fo loudly roar, 


. ( 4 
Godlike Naſſaw the bloody Ficld has won, 
Herculean labours have by him been done, 


No Club does this great Hero welld, 
Yet drives vaſt flying Legions far, 


\ To the. God of Love. 


em 


He makes no Monſters skin his Shield, 
Himfſelf's the dreadful Thunderbolt of War. 
The giddy Goddeſs, Fortune Rneels, | 
Fond of her Conqu'rour*s Love, 
Joys in the Raviſhment ſhe feels, 


Secure upon her Charigqg Wheels, (move. 
Fixt with his weight of Glory, they want Power to 


The bliſs of Heay'n no living Man can know, 


But Love to me, gives all the Joys-below. 
In the loud Field nor Arts, nor'Arms I uſe, 


I only Am'rous Battles fight, 
Thee, little Boy, my chief 1 chooſe, 
I live, and die in vaſt delight, 
The Gods gave me a Miſtreſs, and a Muſe, 
In Beauties Camp alone I lead, 
How ſure of Triumph muſt I grow 
When taught to Conquer by the Maid 
Whois alone my Foe ? 
Love is my War, Love is the Train that lies 


To be blowa fondly up by my Amaſia's Eyes. 


C53) 


Proud as the Heav'ns, ſhe ſees us clouds below, 


WeWeep, and drive,whene'er herTempeſts blow, 
Her 


"'Þ, 


8 TotheGodef Low. 


Her Smiles, like Radiant Sunſhine, play, 
She makes our Days appear, , 


Or Gloomy, or Serene and clear, 
Each Glance ſhe gives, like Light ning cuts her wa 
And.with one Angry word. ſhe does likeThunder ſlay, 4 
Thoy, God of Love, doſt Merit Fame, 
| Greatncfs, and " ou are but Toys, 
 Compar'd with thy more real Joys, 
A while the Bubbles gay appear, 
.Gar'd at, they break, and ſcatter 3 in the Air, | 
They yeild but Smoak,while you give IRS 35 
The Thund'rer may unenvy'd ſway, 
And rule his Powers above, 
As they lis *Laws, ſo he does thine obey. 
How truly ptear oli be the name of Jowp, 
If both the God of Thunder, and of Love! 


WhenCer you Pleaſe to Smile or Frown, 
His Bolts fall to the pavement-down, 
Your Flames more fiercely than his light'nings fly, 
You make him quit hisHeay*n, & ay hisGodhead by. 
He has his Bolts, Sol has his Silver Bow, 
Nuptune is for his Trident fear'd, and for your Qui- 
| (ver, you. 
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Addreſs'd to 


AMASYI A. 

OU- Wilds, and Plains, you Groves, and 

(grateful Woods, 
You pRngy Streams, and you delightful 

+ (Floods 

To your bleſt ſhades a Love-Sick Swain retires, 

Be you the Scenes of my neglected Fires. 

A gen'rous Friend till now pofſeſt my Soul], 

But now Amaſza has uvſurpt it-whoke, 

A real Friendſhip our deſires can move, 

Yet ſtill there's ſomething-more Divine in Love. 


Diiv'n 


PRm——_ 
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xo Elyzium, Or the 


Driv'a by her Scorn, and by my own deſpair, 
I ſeek your ſhades, yet ſhe purſues me there. 
Her Beauteous Image in my Thougpts appears, 


And every Form, I think of, borrows her's. 


Wildly I run thro? all the Thickeſt Groves, 
And in deſpairing Accents tell my Loves. 


"To Fair Amaſia 1 am doom'd to pray, 7 
Though Deaf as Winds, and Raging as the Sea, 
Proud as the Heav' ns, and Brighter than the Sun, 
Like thar, for Men to fix their wonder on. 

To Sing of War once Sylvixs try'd in vain, 

His Numbers ftiFd him, and his lofty ſtrain. 

To peaceful Reeds his Martial Launces turn, 

Tt is the buſineſs of his Muſe to Mourn, 

From Naſſaw's Camps She Sings Amaſia's Charms, 
Her Eyes, are Conqu'ring as the Hero's Arms, 

I with Amaſia only wage my War, | 

And only wiſh that I may Triumph there, 

| The World be his, let me but Conquer her. 

She Wounds my Soul, yet can't my Flames approve, 
She wont be bowght with Poetry or Love, 

Fere, Mourning here, then will 1 fadly Sing, 

And bleſs thoſeEyes from which my ſorrows Spring, 


Here, 


SD ———— 


Kingdom of Love. 


IT 


Here, all conſum'd, all languiſhing PI lie, 
And ſpeak of her in the ſad honour 1 die. 

My lateſt Breath ſhall beg the Gods by pray'r, 
To make my Miſtreſs their peculiar care. 

Not Delia ſhall, maj, vie with thee, 

You excel her, as Sachariſ/a, ſhe. 

O that now could write in moving ſtrains, 
Soft as her. Daphnis does, when he complains, 
His Charming Conetſhip ſo her Soul could fill, 


That ſhe was pleasd to hear him wooe her ſtill. 


In after times your Praiſe ſhall Lovers move, 
With Fonder Paſſion than their preſent Love. 
-Thro? eating Ages ſafe your Fame ſhall fly, 
Neer ſhall Amaſia, nor her Sylvius dye. 
Both by my Poems ſhall immortal grow, 

I for my Love, as for your Beauty you. 


tte 


Whilſt Wit and War give ſome a laſting Name, 


I from my Flames ſhall draw a brighter Fame. 


In glorious Arms the Thund'rer ſhines above, 


Caſar, and greater Naſſaw come the next to Jove 


I am the Ceſar here —— 
1 am the Naſſaw in the Field of Love. 


Tho? not my Verſe, all ſhall my Paſlioh praiſe, 


It is from thorn 1 Aboll my Toankiceg roi fo, 


v | | Love's 
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Love's mighty Phenix, 1 my eli. ſurvive, 
Thole Flames that kill me, make:me ever live. 
Mine ſhall be fam'd, when vaſter labour dies, 

| | ' (have Eyes. 
While Swains have hearts, and Chatming Maids 
In all my Lines they ſhall ſuch ſoftneſs ſee, 
That the whole World ſhall Learn ta Love of me. 


' Paſſionate Fondueſs; - 


Y Paſſion ſurei;might be enough to move, 
The tend'reſt pity in the Queen of Love. 
But ſhe her ſelf, not ev*n ſhe can know | 
The racking Pains that I endure for you. 


My Flames are more than I my. ſelf believe, 


I know I Love, but know not if I live. 

My Paſſions far beyond my Thoughts extend, 
Soon ſhall my Life : 
But Qh ! my Conſtant Love ſhall never end. 

Pity your Sylvius, dear Amaſia, do, 

That wretched Youth, whom you have render'd ſo, 
Oh ! you can Cure me, who have Pow'r to kill, 


You muſt relent, my Fair,—I know, you will. 


Your 


Kingdom of Lover © 13 


Your Thoughts are ſoft, but I want Arts to Charm, 
I can't expreſs how my delires are warm. 

Who ſpeaks hisFlames ſhews they but faintly ſhine, 
His Love ne'er, flew to ſuch exceſs as Mine, 
'The Paſſion Sylvius feels Mounts all Divine. 

Oh! could you, but one Moment, know my Pain, 
Know all the tedious ſuff*rings of youg Swain, 

Be well convinc'd how I ſincerely Burn, 

Sure you at laſt would make me ſome Return, 


Reward your Sylvius with a Mutual Love, 

Both will be happy as the bleſt above. 

How does the thought thro” all my vitals run ! 
How does the very thought tranſport alone ! 
That were it ſelf, but Oh ! it haſts to flee, 
That were it ſelf reward enough for me. 

For you I live, to you alone I pray, | 

And your Lov'd Name 1s all that 1 can ſay. 
"Thy Dear Idea ſtill my fancy Frames, 

Thou art the Charming Phantom of my Dreams. 
Thro' Clouds of Night thy Beauteous Image flies, 
And wantons looſly where your Lover lies. 

You are my Dearer ſelf, my Life, my Soul, 
Sylvius is only yours, you have him whole. 


+ Whenc'er 
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When &er you ſpeak, *my Senſes wait your tongue. 
And they are all on each Dear accent hung. 
There lives a Charm in ev'ry thing you do, 
Whom e'er you hate, I hate extreamly too, 
And Love, with Paſſion, all beloy'd by you. 
You are alone all I deſire to ſee, 

For I have all the World in having thee. 
While you are ſafe, I no miſfortunes know, . 
Nor am I well, but when Amaſ/ia's ſo. 

You, you alone are all I wiſh to pleaſe, 

And when you die, ſhall Sylvius being ceaſe. 
What mighty dangers could I brave for thee, 
If but thy pity the reward might be. 

What could I ſtand at, if deſir'd by you ! 
What could not Sylvius for Amaſza do. 

Inſpir'd with Love, my Sovl fits rais'd on high, 
And Burns with Noble rage, when you are by. 
From you my Thonghts, from you my Actions flow» 
"Tis you create all I can think or do. 

*Tis you can give me an Eternal Name, 

And make it bright, and glorious as my Flame. 
With thee alone I would deſire to live, 

Had I but thee, what could I more receive. 


"os, 
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In Sandy deſarts I could dwell with thee, 


Bleſt, where no Creature ever ſtept, but we, 


NorWoods,nor Wilds, nor Seas could make me fear, 


Whereer you are, there is a Tempe there, 
Loſt in ſome Iſte, where raving Oceans roar, 

And daſh the rocks upon the barren ſhore. 

Where breaking Waves make all the place reſound, 
And Eccho Thunder the wholg Iſlagd round. 
Where Monſtrous Fiſh thro! all the Surges play, 
With Voices louder than their Mother Sea. 
Where Billows Foam, laſht by the raging Tide, 
And novght but horrid Salvages reſide. 

With thee, Amaſia, 1 could there be bleſt, 
With thee, my Love, were I of thee poſleſt. 

My great concern would be to guard thee there, 
To ſave my Miſtreſs ſhould be all my care. 

Secure from Storms, and every Beaſt of prey, 
Tho thou art fare more cruel far than they. 

A Scene not very diff rent here I chooſe, 
* A place Convenient for the Mourning Muſe. 

To dark Receſſes, and to Groves ] run, 

But carry with me all I wiſh to ſhun, 

You ſhoot thro' Thickets, like the Noon-day Sun. 


Well 
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Well might I fancy thee Nivine to be, 
For thou art every where alike to me. 

O could I think that I were ſo to you, 
That I were always with Amaſza too. 
Here, a long exile from my Love I bear. 


Repeated flights thus drive me to deſpair. 
. Deſpair, 


Jy n= now thro” every den [ rove, 

Search each receſs, and viſit every Grove, 
Swift thro' confuſion to find out my Love. 
Thro'Woods,andWilds,in Caves I Search in vain, 
To Heayv*n I look, and thro' the Fields complain, 
But all unkindly anſwer not again. 
Next, to ſome Brook; or ſhady Vale I fly, 
Thinking my fair may in ſome grotto lye. 
Invain ! alaſs! my weary Limbs I bear, 
I only find thou art a ſtranger there. 
Then, ſtung with Paſſion, and o*ercome with Pain. 
To Heav*n I loudly of my wrongs complain. 
The panting Beaſts which th: o' the Foreſts rove, 
Have now no longer any Power to move, 
But ſtand amaz'd to hear my tale of Love. 


Then, all confuſion, all deſpuit, I riſe, 
And throw my Arms to the regardleſs Skies, 
hence to the Oceen's Sandy banks I ran, 

View both the riſing, and declining Sun. 

Like'that, my Thought a conſtatt'motion bears, 
And when I reſt, I'fet in'Seas of Tears. 

Rais'd with my griefs, and overcome with woes, - 
1 Gadly ſigh to every Wind that blows. 

Wild with deſpair; I view the Billows round, 
Thinking ſome wave may with tiy lovebecrown'd;'% 
While my complaints o'er all the ſhores'reſound. 
Tell me, -I cry, ye Snrpes, tell me true, 

| Is not Ama/ia hidin ſome of yon ? 

No thought\alas !' can-my Mind's Storms appeaſe, 
No ſecond Venus wilt ariſe from Seas. * 

Then, fierce as Whirlwinds on the ſtrands 1 Walk, 
And loud as Thunder to m y ſelf talk ; 

When from my Eyes I ſhed a 'gentle' ſhow” - 

| And lay thoſe Tempeſts I had rais'd before: 

Rack'd with my gridfs, my Atixions Soul ſurvives, © 
Daſh'd like a ſhip which with the Billows drives. 
Thence, ta the plains my fainting Limbs'1 bear, 
Loſt ſill in Love, and loſt in Errour there. 


C 
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In a deep Vale, where a i thick Covert grows, 

I fondly ſtrive to be at ſoft repole.. * by 

'But there I find, nor Sea, nor Cave, nor Wood,; =H 

Nor Stars, nor Heay'n it- ſelf can dq-me good.; , ;_ 

Wild Thoughts diſtratt ze in thoſe grateful wet 

[ take each gentle Breeze's Voice for yours. 
Whilſt by Succeſſion day and night return, 

_ I, greatly curs'd, muſt never ceaſe to mourn. 

Yet Groves like theſe did once the Joys improve, 

Ofbleſt Adexis, and the Queen of Love. 

Ss might 1 rifle my Ama/a's Charms, 

And claſp my Goddeſs in my burning Arms. 

How ſtrangely bleſt might ſhe her Sylvius ſee, . 

And make her ſelf more happy, bleſſing me. -.::;i; - 

Securely cloſe, and from all Cities far,.. *; + cl” 

Remote from tumults, and the noiſe of War, *- .'. 

In ſecret ſhades ſhe might my Paſſion crown z / 

There my Ana/3a might be all my own, . 

As boiſt'rons Storms endear the diſtant ſhore - 

And hardſhip always ſhews our Joys the more. 

So ſhould ſhe make me Court her even there, 

And cer ſhe bleſt me, let me taſt deſpair. 

Whilſt peaceful ſilence Reigns thro” all the Marc 


And ev'n no Whiſpers can be heard, but ours. 


Oo —_— 
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There we ſhall 'neer fear any watchful Spies: -i'*! 
None but the Moon ſees where Anafia lies. | 
Such Thought as theſe my waking wiſhes fly, 

Tho? none; "mafia loves fo fixt as TI, fn 7 
Ev*ntho? you hate me moſt, I Love you ſtiff, 

Nor would be curd of my Tarmenting ill. 

My very pain yields me ſome pleaſure now; - 

I joy to ſmart, ſince tis impoy'd by you. 

A greater bleſs Lives in my deep deſpair, 

Than in the Smiles of any other Fair. 


Admration. 


CIrſt when 1 ſaw you ! how all chang'd I grew / 
My Blood thrill'd quick; and light'ning pierc's 

| (me thro. 
I view'd, all raviſhment; your Charming Powrs, 
When my Eyes dazzled with the ſi ight of yours, 
Stil'd I look'd on, and pleaſingly was fird, 

I gaz'd, and gaz'd, and as I gaz'd, admir'd. 

My kindling Flames your ſunny glances fed, 

And your each motion made thei tige drid ſpread. 


Strafge, unknown Paſſions wrought tay faticy high, 
Rais'd with defires; whil Fits og.” 
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I long'd extreamly, Charm'd at every view, 


While to. exceſs my eager. wiſhes flew. 


When Cer you ſtept ,. how brightly did you move ! 
You were all Charms, and made my Soul all Love. 
What Beauteous awe in all your form was ſeen! 
And Oh ! how Sweet, how taking was your mien ! 
No fancy'd Goddeſs does ſo brightly ſhine, 

Oh ! you were all, all raviſking Divine. 

No Pencil here, were it a task aſſign'd, . 

Could Paint your Face, no Pen deſcribe your. Mind. 
Believe your Swain, by thy Dear {elf *tis true, 
Thy felf I Love, and I Love only you. 

I prize thee high as fancy'd Joys above, 

I woyld not quit thee for the Queen of Love, 

No, not to ſway the Scepter of the Skies, 

For you can give me more than Monarchs Joys. 

In thee the Pow'rs made all their wonders ſhine, 
They nade thy Form, they made thy Breaſt Divine, 
Could it but Pity all the Pains in mine. 

How hard alas ! is your loſt Lover's Fate, 

How oft did 1 for your adtmittance wait ? 


Deny'd the freedom to reveal my ill, 


And ſhew the racking Tortures that I feel. 


_ Th RT" I Ls | 
 Kingdont'sf Eve. 
To tell how much the wretched "Gyro ws bu urs bs, oy 


Fondly to tell, but meet no kind returns. 

To ſtand all languiſhing beſide my fair, 

To move the trueſt, and the tend'reſt Pray'r, 

Gently to preſs her hands, to melt, and ſwear, 

Addveſs. 

O** at your Feet you ſaw your Sylwins Kneel, 
Unmov'd with anguiſh he was doom'd ts fied 

You hear'd his Sighs, you faw his' Tears run i dovin, , 

You ſaw them! all, but you return'd him none. on 
ſhall | now my ſwelſing Paſſion tell; | 

Which beſt my ſileace did ey'a then reveal ? _—_—_ 

Your Charming form kindles exceflive Fires, , | 

And ſomething wond'rous as it ſelf inſpires. * 

In looks, -and'ſighs, 1 faintly ſpoke my 'Sout; * 

Nonght but Poſſeſſion could expreſs it whole. 

While on your Knees the'ruin'd/Sylvius hung, 

Imperfeft Words fell from his favlering Tongue. | 

[a ſighs and wiſhes loſt, did Syvius lye, 

And his ſick Soul lay melting in his Eye. 

Faſter'd with langings on your Charming Face, 

Agd arce he roſe to the laſt dear embrace. 

C3 
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ſo vain, in vain, was all bis Paſlion mov'd, | 
The wretched Swain mult never, never be beloy'd. 


"1 
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þArting I felt moſt Mortal pangs, and ſmart, 
Ifelt your ſcorn, and I reſolv'd to part. | 

Fhiak ! think, Amaſia, with what pains I trove 
My long fixt Eyes from thy dear Face to more. — 
Not Men condemn'd with deadlier anguiſh go, * \# 
To meet their fate, than I to part from you. 
Yes, I remember, too, too well I may, - 
When my deſpair deny'd my longer ſtay, (anray. 
And urg'd me from my ſelf, and thee more dear, 
With forward ſteps to ſeek my fair I ran, 
Reſolv'd to part, reſolv'd to part a Man. 
Reſoly'd no more £9 be a Slave, and pine, 
But be my ſelf, and be no longer thine, 
Onward in haſt to thy abode I flew, 
To ſee, to leave, and not to Love thee too, 
But with dry Eyes to bid a long Adieu. 
To thy Apartment boldly now I came, 
And bop'd, and fancy'd that I felt no flame, 
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Not as a Lover 1 approgch'd thee near, Th, 
Gas what Commands you had for me to bear,. 
$cornful you Smil'd, and anſwer'd;you.had none, 
Then,fixt 1 ſtood, a perfe& Lover:grown. 

Wirh ſilent Admiration there 1 gaz'd, 

The more 1 lookd, I grew the more amaz'd. 

My awful, trembling, wiſhing Eyes 1 drew, - 

I took them off, but to look on anew. 

On thy dear Face fond glances ſtill they caſt, - 

They look'd,to ſee when they ſhould look their cla 
With wakeful Eyes ſo have [ often lain, 

Expe&ting Sleep to caſe my Mortal pain, 

But Expectation made the bleſſing vain. 

Thus, he who ſees thee, and expets to 80, 
Stands ſtill expe&ing, and may ſtill do fo. 

With wat'ry Eyes 1 ſtrove in vain to ſee, 

Take the Jaſt ſight, ſince that the laſt muſt he, 
That I no more mult thy dear Begpties view, ' ; 
Made ſtreaming Tears flow from:my Eyes _ 
Denying then the Pow's of ſeeing too. | 
Strait, ſtagg'ring on, as to Salute, I bow'd, 

And ſtumbled near you, and you lavgh'd aloud. 
With flow approaches, to your Lips I came, 
While your Eyes ſparkled with diſdainful flame, 
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A glance ſo fierce rot%d me of all my Senſe, 
It did no Sofi-thine on yourLips diſpenſe, (thence. 


" But blaſted the dear Fruits I ſhovid have gather'd 


Leaving no Ki 1b5d4P4d on thy. Lovely Face, . i ” 
I totter'd feebly from the wiſh'd-Embrace. {os 
' My Heatt beat thick, and now aldim'd me whole, 
Alarm'd my Senſes,! and alarm'd my Soul. © 
Ir's motions roſe, tocall me thence away, , 
But ah ! that very motion urg'd ny ſtay, 
By flow degree#From thy lov'd/ſightT'drew, | '- | 
ſigh'd, and ſt668; 'to'take another veiw, a 

= often back=— 

'And gaz'd, arid Bar 'd; but could not bid adieu.- 


TY 4A 
THE 


* Abſence wy | 


cat | 


2= wretchesbaniſh'd where no Sun appears, 
Your hopeleſs Lover all his ſuff* rings bears, 


Darkneſs and: horrours ſpread before my view, 

4 knew no light, ſince hereTemov'd from you.. /-\ 

Yet ſtil thy Image in'my Breaſt I bear, 

Spight of-ny Soul, 'T find you always there. 

pony" my Thoughts you might be abſent too, 
\:y-Thevghts alas ! 'do all my Panys renew. - 


My 
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My fancy brings thee to my raviſhd Eyes,” 
Byt ah 1'thy form ev'n fron, r my fancy flyes. 
© 'twere ſome eaſe to all the pains I _ 

If I knew when could retnove the ill. | 
But to tlie darnri'd revolving Apes prove' | | 

A Hell of Abſence, not a Heav'n of: Love.” 
Eternal Racks, 'and' Tortutes att I beagy © 


And know no change, but to more deep deſpair. 


Unhappy Orpbeus, of his Wife bereft, 
With {ad remorſe the gioomy Manſions left. 


Letbe's dark'ſtrdams he did tolight prefer '' 7 
Yer, fpight/of Letbe, he remember'd her: * 


Oa thoſe id-Banks the tuneful Poet moorn'd, 
. And with regret back to the World retarn'd. 
Worſe far than his my fated'ills I find, 

"Twas oy he —_ "- I leave Heav'n m——— 


Hh (T1; T5} vi afe: al; 4:2 


"* -— 


- 
+ : ” 
$ 4 ©1 ; 


(pet are pa Which in my abſence move, 


And ſal my Jealouſy :tvrments my Love. 
Tho” I my ſelf muſt neer thy Charms poſleſs, 
'Tis Death to think you ſhould another bleſs, 
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O let my Riyal's flames. be.ne'er.retura'd,,; | 
Tis Hell enough that] in _valo haye. —_ 
For efivy rages: in a Paſſion eorn'd., em 


© ——— 
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Now, now perhaps ſome fay'rice You is bleſt, .} 
And claſps thee panting. to his raviſh'd breaſt... 
Hark, how he ſpeaks, ,apd. fighs lowonep 1. || 

He Kncelsgyod Pom, GER the a 


nit (3 153, 2 ( "__ y ww {C} ery { Tree? 
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H?* W. with Aons could I wiſh to live ; 

The deareſt blefling that the-Gods could give. 
WhatHear'rf of Joys,what Raptures would be 2, 
Were you my darling, and were. ] but thige!. 

What vaſt delight your Paſjon would diſcloſe, 

He, who-with tranſport ſes it, only knows. | 

How ſweet's the Balm which from yourLips diſtills, 
The raviſh'd Man, who gets the bleſſing, feels. | 
WhoſcLove' s return'd, who hears your tender Sighs, | 


AM ſeds kind looks from your relenting Þ 


Who.now no more mult languiſh alt in vain, * 
But makes his pleaſure what was once his pain, 
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Receives vaſt bliſs for his orerated Toils, 


Views all his Hear'n Serene, and dreſt in ſiniles, 


Secures you. gently in his longing Arms, 

And is all Joys, as you are all o'er Charms. 
Preſſes your hand, and ſlowly ſtcals a Kiſs, 

To ſhew conſent, you ſoftly too preſs his, 

He hears ten thouſand moving Words from you, | 
You think, Amaſza, his Words moving too. 

With oft repeated tranſports, you expreſs, 

Great as his Paſlion. is, yours is not leſs. 

Such tender things yop ſpeak, ſo much they move, 
His Soul lives yours, and ev'ry pulſe beats Love.” | 


' In, vaſt Elyz;ums of delight he feeds, 
. No other bliſs, no other Heav'n he needs. 


He feels your fragrant Breath, ſurveys your Air, ' 
Views all the Charrhs of his tranſporting fair. | 
Behalds the taking Beauties of your Face, 

And ſtruggles inwards to a near Embrace. 

Rais'd by peculiar glorjes which ſurprize, 

With ſofteſt glances from-your kinder Eyes, -- ; 
Such as you ne'cr to any Mortal ſhow, PERS © 
But him alone who is belov'd by you, 

Still new Delights, new Pleaſures alway Crown. 


That Happy © Man, whom you could call your own. 
What 
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\ What Heav'nly Joys,” what-vaſt,” what'Sacred bliſs, 
E-Ad he expreſt; or-thought. of, -mbre'than this 3 


That is the point, where circling Pleaſures more, *- 
When Happy Lovers have returns af Loye. © ' /: 
Such Sweets can ſcarcely be by Deathidefttoy'd, © 
Where, not the Body, 'but the'SouPs enjoy'd.” | © | 
Such bleſt delight I was not born-to _ , 
For [ adore too truly, Itove too-well: 
Yet, when from hence; to darker Groves I go, 
And view the Shades, and Frogrant Bow'rs below. 
. -20 griefs no more ;/but laſting Joys appear, 
Rere-iri ſome Grotto ſhall 1 find ity Fair. ((Breaf, 
Freed from thoſe pangs'\which lohg have irack'd my 
None ſhall be there more Happy, «none more bteſt.”” 
Sijice here my Paſſion was all o'er Divine; : \-  *! 
My Lov: errand SH Has ev." 
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? g Elim." | ; 


q+ wh thonglit that cali? EY lies, 
z Which is o'etflowri, and Hemm'd around with 
Bright,Silyer Gites lead to it's peaceful Eanday Joys. 
Roditkirhich « Wav lofry greener] _ 


cl L 


The 


Kingdom of Love. 
The Happy Dwellers here are ever young, 
And flowing pleaſures gently row! along. 

No chilling Winter, no cold Froſt is here, 
But Spring, and Summer make up all the Year. 
No Stormy Night ſhow'rs gloomy-Terrours down, 
Fair Morns and Ev'nings here are only known ': - / 
Here, Thouſand Floiv'ry of divers ſorts are found, i 
And Natire's hand paints all the Gawdy ground. # 
The bluſhing Roſes here for ever bloom, | 
No hartful Blaſts to their ſofc Beauties come.. 

But tender. Winds their pleaſing Odours bear, 

And breath them ſweetly in the Fragrant Air. 
Thro' all the Meads clear, Liquid Chryſtal Glides, 
And ſoftly twines by the Banks flow'ry fides. 

Silent it runs, where it delights to ſtray, 

And gently cuts it's rich, enamePd way. 

Here, the bright Field a Shining Harveſt bears, 

The Corn has Silver ſtalks, and real Golden Ears. 
The glorious Trees a Sparkling Luſtre ſhow, 

With Glitt'ring Jewels, which they.bear, they bow. 
Of theſe, the bleſt, bright Crowns andBracelets wear, 
And every Loyer Walks in tranſport there. 

Juſt or their Heads there hangs a Silver Sky, 

And painted Clouds above them {lowly fly. 


Each 
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Each BeanteousMaid-does herSwain's "——_ approve, 
And all are Happy here in Poetry, and Love. 
Harmonious Muſick plays thro' every Shade, 

O'er which their Wings Cerulean'Tortles ſpread: 
To grateful Groves the bleſſed Pairs retire, 

With Charms {till n&w, and ever fierce deſire. 

IQ Shining bow'rs, which Silver leafs adorn, (born. 
They reap thoſe Joys for which their flames were 
There, in thoſe Mankotis { Call ſhortly more, 

And Halcyon Days "ſhall Crown my fated Love. 

All o'r in tanſport ſhall I meet my Fair, 

And offer then another tender Pray'r. 

Sighing my flames, all proſtrate ſhall I fall, 

And, kneeling to' her, ſoftly whiſper all. 

'Till forc'd, at length, for her own caſe to tell, 
Since thro? her ſcora the wretched Syiwius fell, 

She knew he Lov'd, and owns ſhe Loves as well. 
'Then, hand in hand, where'er our pleaſure leads, 
We walk together thro' the flow'ry Meads. 

When both with heighten'd raptures full expreſt, 
Vent all our Paſſion in each other's Brealt. 

Then ſhall Jmaſza to her Swain declare 

Her Flames were here reſerv'd, to ſhew them there. 
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Such Love is ſubje& to no Anxious fears, 
Too bleſt for troubles, too Serene for cares. 
There ſhall we all our tender Thoughts expreſs, 
Her's Will be wond'rous, nor can mine be leſs. 
' Raviſh'd with Joys, in Extaſies we move, 
| And think, and talk of nothing elſe bur Love; 
A Revolving Days ſhall Crown your Swain, and you 
- And both our pleaſures ſhall ſeem always new. 
Whilſt all the bleſt with Admiration ſee 
No pair ſo Happy in thoſe Shades as we. 


The End of the Firſt Book, 
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MISTRESS of LOVE 
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Eft be carminibus meritas celebrare puellas 
08 mea. 


es 9. 3 
Right Honourable | 
Lady SANDWICH. 


MADAM, | oQ ; 

S your Great Father Reign'd our 
| Monarch in Wit throughout all 
its. Spactous Regions, but Reſeded 
moſt in the moſt Flowry Fields of Poetry, 
1, who am a Tenant, (tho a Poor one) 
of the Muſes land he ſway'd, claim thence 
a: Subje's right of throwing my ſelf into 
your L ady/hip:s, ProteFFion. And as there 
is no Saligue Law. impos'd\ the T brone of 
Wit, permit me to ſalute your Ladyſhipthe 
Muſes Queen .; the Crown is yours by 
| D 2 True 


© The Epiſtle Dodicatory: 


fo. ©. Your: Ladyh 


Succeſſion ; but 
n fd Fuſ +, cds 


I, raid 


you 
1þ's Charatter of Wit 


fits C rown'd by the Univerſal Admiration, 


as: well as the Uiiverſal Conſent of Mapn- 
kint- And bad not this noble e of 


the Soul devoly'd on yourLady/hip by Birth, 
Succeſſion muſt have been excluded, and by 
Elefion you had. been courted to. recetue 
the Scepter. But *tis Ladyſhip's 
by Deſem, as well as by Doſert ; 5 fo equal- 


ly by both, 'I find my ſelf at a" loſs fo de-- , 


termine, ' whether your receives 


more 's bory by the World's omg | 6 


the late , and ever admirable Ear 
Rocheſter, your Father ; or bis Memor 


by the World's boafting the zncompar le 
Lady Sandwich bis D, | 
Thus, Madam, adyſhip and 


your Father become Rivals in Fame : And 
indeed, none beſudes, can without "Arrogance 


pretend L 


+. 


protentl any Chaim white ſuch a Candy 
date as your Lady) fp appears. Tour Fa- 


ther ſway d:the Heavent of Poetry, at once 


the awfuland the Youthful Jovehg Judge- 
ment, and his Fancy, were the "ning 
ond the Thunder = which be brandiſh'd. Thus 


pen al lee Attributes 


"2 "bl Hountiin, "quo of Poe 
Fe adyj bip 1 _ us deriv'd;' 1 in þ 
#; ' thence! the freedom of this Addreſs, 
7 turn my ay preſumption to a Doty ty ; S 
every Poet ſtands oblig'd to 
* eh ot t von heT; ak ow imme- 
tate from the Muſes Spring. *'Tis part 
of the Muſes Works I "464? to oh 
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- hs; ng Copies,writttn on —_— to 
Amafia by ber own Command. 


To Amaſia, on her drawing ber own Pittare. 


J 


D' 4 


O juſt a form you to your PiQure give, 
$0 like your own, that it appears to live. 
Your very ſhadow Charms beholders more, 
F - Than any real ſubſtance could before. - 
Y © view it not, ſuch is its Pow'r to move, 
- * Narciſſus like, you may your [mage love, 
FF So wond'rous lively i is the ſhade you drew, 

That Hear' n alone conld finer Painting ſhew, 

In one fair, Piece, . when it had finiſh'd you. 

In me your skill does fond deſires create, 

And Painted fires, I find, can cauſe a heat. 

If to your draught my Paſſion life could give, 

I, like Pigmalion ſaon ſhould make it live, «, 
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,To raile my Zeal, when l _— OP you. 
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Great a as prometPus his, your Work appears, 

And from your Eyes it got the fires it bears. 
Juſtly you knew no other's hands could draw, 

The killing Charms which in your Face you faw. © 
Painting your light'nings, any elſe would prove, 
Like him, who flaſhipg from his Bridge above, 
Fell by thoſe arms which he aſſam'd from Jove. 

He will with Phaeton dire hazzards run, 

Who dares attempt the, Chariot of the Sun. 

*Tis you alone have Pow'r to play with fire, 

And not like,Mortal Semele expire, 

Her Loyer, here, if in.your' paths he trod, 

Had been inflam'd, . tho? the great chan'ring God. 
He, whilſt attempting what by you is done, - 
Would have felt light'nings s fiercer than his own. 
This, like Saints pictures, with deſign I view, 
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To Monks holding a ann Soordin her Han 


Hus like deſtroying Angels do. you o ſtand, 
Brandiſhing vengeance with your Charming 
Thus with your flamingSword do you appear (hand. 

To guard that Paradiſe Heay?a planted here, 


o 
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The Miſtreſs of Love. 41. 


Fhus are you like the Ruler of the Skies, _ (Eyes; 
With thunder in your hands, and lightning in your 
Attempting you, Man would worſe raſhneſs prove, 
Than Capar'w, who bray'd the mighty Jove. | 
All Mortalsfure muſt with this ſight be charm'd, 

4 ane ons arm'd. 


/ l an , , iehlng « Gentleman, 


p o 
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 $- white each roach, they made his Heart ſtriogs 
| TI (move. 
F 3 As round his PK his raviſhidBreaſt they crow'd, 
Y We hear their: Muſick, when he laughs aloud. 
= "You ply him ſill, and as he melting lies, 
At your ſoft. Triumphs, while your Captive dies. 
— Thus, he perceives, thop, Deareſt, Charming Fair! 
Without your Eyes, you can o'ercome him there. 
Thus too he ſhews what's your unbounded $kill, 
You pleaſe, and charm us, tho' at once you kill, 


| Lodgd. 
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44 The Miſtreſs of Love. 
| Lodg'd in your Azins, he does in tranſport lie, 

While thro? his Veins the fancy'Clight'nings flys $& 
And,guſtrd wich vaſt delights, I ſee vie inityodie þ 


| V Ith ſuch relſtle grue pou! Flo weild, 
'Tis now parte tis when ſpread, |: 
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Rs 0” "Ay $ Sheild, 
In your Fir han © greats Be ow'r there's 
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A greater force than is in Cupidh fs Bo Pos EN 4 
For, {om your art my gron &z g Paſſion came Ne; wk | | ; 
And yhat cools you; has ſet your Slave « on flame. 0 - 
That Windy Wing, on air it cauſes, flies, . * 
And wafts bright glories froth. your radiant Eyes. £5 
Butſhould it now beſtow me albits aid, _ * . 

- It would but make thoſe fires, it kindled, ſpread. 

To what exceſs muſt you, Viaorious grow, 
If, when you-cool us, you can burn us ſo ! 

This Fan may you from the Sun's-Beams preſerve, 
But *gainſt your Eyes no ſuch ſlight ſhade can ſerve. 
' Not 
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Not all thoſe Cloads the pitying Artiſt drew, 

Can bar thoſe brighter rays, which dart from you. 
From your dear Face, ag froin'a fairer Sky, (fly. 
Thro' the thick painted Fogs, ſwift, ſhining glances 
$o like true light'ning is the flaſhing flame, (came, 
As i, from thoſe dark RO not from your Eyes it 


Engin « with hot Ven eatce buri'd,” 
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that _ this, from Heav'n, 


'To Anal me if I ſlept well, after ſo tems- 
Peſtuons 4 ati &s 4 [ wargwhen fe 
an A dfring m me c0 deſcribe it. 


YE S, Dear Amaſia, | ſlept Heav'aly well, 
Not Poets raptures could my bleſſings tell. 


"EY 
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Not Jove bimſelflept more a Got that L- 
Tho? at thy door I did dejeQted lie.. 
He.on a flying ſtate-bed richly made, 

Rock'd by young thunder, | is in tranſport lay'd, | 
Where little Gods fir ſmiling o'er his head. 
A gawdy Cloud for his gay quilt be wears, | 
With Sun-beams- fring'd,and adde os. " 
A little Heayen his. Canopy abovi 
Where the pale Moon witfi her Nncodain move. 
The watching lights in drowſy twinkli 
And wink by turns, as if they want: 
There, painted dreams rouge 1 nd templesSwarm ; 
And Cluſter'd fancies break Fe 0 ms that Charm.” | 


And the Night ſeems in ir s ; Own gar kt ſar wo' 
1a purling ſtreams the Chr tal W ter. oy 
And by its murmurs ſeals his ſoft: _, 
Thus Jove lay, truly Jore— : 
I had a dream, O moſt Caeleſtial ſweet, 


Wl Which but tp think of, yields me tranſport yet; 
MN if Mars in poſſeſſion of the Paphian Queen, 
Walk: | Felt no ſuch Extaſies as mine hays been, 
Ih 0h 'f . F 
| 


"The Miſe Fo Ho Ws 
Hi neights of rapture but in thought can lie, 
There they will live, but would in Speeches die, 
| And the gladWinds would with their accents fly. 
, Not that4 dreain't I fought, or conqu* ring, rode 
) - Ina Triumphant Chariot like'an Earthly God. 
No, my Amaſsa, the'big breath of Fame 24 rs 
| Could not pulf me beyond what now T am.” | 
Soon as I found you could no longer ſtay, 
Iwaldr near: half the lonely Night aWaye 
TheNight, which ſeem'd in gloomy ſhades to Mourn, 
-F And yoron ſadneſs till your bright return. | 
n - With r me, it em'd your abſence to deplore, 
' Y Whenyon, all ſparkling luſtre, ſhin'd no more. 
2 _ The Silver Moon, with Joy, while here you ſtay 'd, 
+ | CAs if from you her borrow'd ffores ſhe had,) 
"  Shone at the full with more than uſual Lighr, 
And, ſwelPd withPride,reign'd Empreſs of theNight, 
Ofer all Heaven's Vault ſhe rode in Pompous ſhow, 
As if ſhe glory'd to be ſeen by you. | 
But when thon, Faireſt charming Sun, wert gone, 
She put her darkeſt, cloudy Mantles on ; 
No gawdy Star'appear*d thro! all the Skies, 
But they wept dew, till they loſt all their Eyes. 


Why 
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Themſelves theClouds with pangs of anguiſh tore, 
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Why ſhould thoſe lights remain, ſince after thee | _ 
There i is no obje& worth their while to ſee. (flew, 
From the ſcorch'd Heay” ns large flakes of light nings 
The very Heav'ns have ſuffer%d flames for,you ; 

For on the Gods your Eyes have flaſhes thrown, | 
Morebright and far moreConqu'ring than their own. ; 
Eva Jove himſelf for thy loſt preſence hurl'd 

His flaming Bolts o'er all the frighted World. 

Thus did He once for Semele deplore, 

And.ſpeak in thnnder——She is now.no more. 


In mildeſt flames he that loſt Miſtreſs Wenrn-d, 


But in more fierce for bright Amaſia burn'd, * [1 
His Skies have twice a mighty hazzard run; /" 
By one before, now by a brighter Sug. | W-- 
The ſleeping flowers did their gay Beauties hide, ) | 1 
As if their paint ſhould be no more deſcry'd, ( 
And hung their heads,rob'd oftheir bloomingPride. 
The Mourning Spheres did with flow motions row], 
And groans of thunder ran from Pole to Pole. 


kk wm 4&4 


With their ripe Birth of Vengeance firſt they roar, 
Then fly; as frighted at what late they bore. 

The wondring Eccho from the hollow ground, 

In fearful Voice return'd the thund'ring ſound. 
The 
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The angry Winds wrought up the Ocean fo, 
The flaſhing Seas appear'd to lighten too, |. , 

Where curling Clouds of roaring Billows drew. 

Then,while Llay, rock'd by the thun®ring Night, 
I ſoon beheld my Scene of vaſt delight. 1 1 | 
Thy dear Idea to thy, Lover came, -- | 
And 1 embrag thee in a Charming dream; ' ' + / 


Our bliſſes flew.not in the Common road, 


You were, all Heav?n, and Sylvie all a God.. | 1+ 
As when-in trances raviſh'd Infants. lie, -- | 
They ſee the boundleſs Bleſſings of the Sky, : | © 


So, at that time, that happy-time, did I. + 


Who call Death fleep, but on a longer ſcore, + 
For I did neer ſo truly live before. 0, 
Oh ! that the Night could have for ever ſtay'd ! 
Ah ! too, too'ſoon it's fleeting glories fled ; 


Alas ! how weak's:their Judgment, and'how v6 


Her Shield of Clouds to pointed rays gave way, 
And on herWings bore thee, andall my Joys away. 


When lovelier far, than was the Faireſt Day, c 


To 


” — 
a 
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oh: 


C | 1162567 Bl 
J To Amakia rain ant Extempore Verſe. þ 


ou ſhoot ſack darts. they cannot fail to hit, 
YouCharm with Beauty,and youCharm withWit. 
"Thus by your Art,7you raiſe my/eavy more 
Than. all your Charins could my deſires before. 
Minervd's ſtrife with the Fair Venus ends, 
Both join'd in you, the Goddeſſes grow Friends. 
Sweet is your form, and in your Verſe weifind, 
The lovely Notions of as Sweet a Mind. 
$6 ſoftly ſmooth your Charming nutnbers flow, 
' Scarce can your -own Fair Boſom ſmoother ſhow. 
You, like creative Heav*n your Labours Frame ; 
You ſpoke the Wordzand a your Breath they came. 


To Amaſia, ftill promiſing to Sing, but never 


performing, 

36 1 

- © 5 

Ae wrongs me of my Song, © - ] 
Yet is not much to blame, I 

She knows my fate hangs on her Tongue, 

She knows her breath would ſpread my flame.. 


(2.) 
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(2.) 
With ſounds as pleaſing as the Spberts, 
The lovely. Fair deriies, 
To Charm my#$oul into my Ears, 
Agpd ſing the triumphs of her Eyes; 
I 
3: ) 


Mean tho” ſhe thinks the prize ſhe won, 


Her Slave not worthy of that Grace, 


Yet knows by what he was undone, - 
An Angel's Voice, an Angels Face. 


( 4) 


Your every Breath does Muſick bear, 
A Song from you might kill 

I only'now deſire to hear 
You ſweetly thus deny me ſtill: 


E 


Meeting | 
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Meeting Amaſia at 4 Toung Lady's Funeral. 


Y O U mourn the Nymph deceas', mourn Sylvius 
For ſince forgot, ſure I anx dead to you. (too, 

Theſe gloomy Torches + Hymen, hegge remove, ! 

And from their fires light thy fair Lamps of Love. 


To Amaſia, 0 her Recovery from a fall. 


- 


| D ons undaunted at the Impions ground, 
You only ſtruck, that you might higher bound. 

The Am'rous Clay, thatit might cloſer cleave, 

Sunk down ſo deep, that it appear'd a Grave. 

But long it could not the lov'd burthen bear, : 


Not you, but it's own hopes lay buried there. 
The ruder ſtones, with. tremblings, looſer grew, 


And felt a ſoftneſs, when but touch'd by you. | 
Oh ! had you lay'n, ſoon all the Winds would Jar, 
"And, making Love, they would have made a War, 
But your recov'ry, from the danger, ſhows, 
You fell like thunder, and like lightning roſe. 
No Atlas here of your loy'd weight is proud, 
This Heav'n can't fall, tho? it has lately bow'd. 


To 
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\ To Amaſia , boldis 4 Barging: Gifs _— 
her Hand. 
/ ﬀ | Cv; ona 
Hilſt in your hand thisChryſtalGlaſs I view, 
It ſeems almoſt to be as bright as you, 
Whilſt your Eyes dazling glories on-it run, \ 
You make me fancy 'tis another Stn. 
This Glas an Emblem of your coldneſs Proves, 
For that encreaſes, and inflames wy Loyes. -- "q 
So, when on me your ſnowy hand you rurn, ,. , 
The ſolid Ice yot hold, boaſts Pow' rto burn. = 
I now believe the Sun in Oceans lies, ; Kan 20d 
Here, on a frozen Sea,we find Amaſia' 34's Ejes,. 


Ah ! charming Fair, you ſeew, while thus roy an, 


Like Heay'n's dieed thund'er arm'd ,with light'nings 


(in y your hang. 


. Flaſhes from thence muſt vala, and uſeleſs prove, ; 


For,who but once ſces you, tecls fiercer flames inLoye, 
The proud Salmow'us neer ſuch lightnings threw, 
As from your Silvg Cloud are caſt by you. 

He had with that been thought : a God below, 

But, had he your fair Eyes, he had been truly (>. 
HisSky of braſs had the vaſtHeav'ns excel'd, (repeIl'd. 


And the great thund'rer there, had been by hu 
E 2 "Tis 
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"=D he the real Deity would prove 
' Thy Beauty's flaſhes would have kindled Love, 
And, worſe than _ did him, he would have 
JTELEEE 4 der I þ © (blaſted Joos. 


_ pa 


ol3& L 


To Ambba, 4 at me, thro F 
Moltiplying-Glaſs. 


= ſtrangePow'r, which in thisGlaſs is ſhown, 
Yon view a thouſind es yet all your own. 


Juſtly, if many Loxers do. you ſee, 
For there is Love enough for all in me. 
Thus may you find, before your ſi fi ght diſplay'd, 
Almoſt as many, as your looks have made. 

-No wonder ſil C loy'd thoſe Eyes, before, 

By whoſe bright rays this Cloud is Silver'd o'er. 
Thus, by your Art, the World your Pow'r deſcrys, 
You mike this Glaſs i more Fair than others Eyes. 
Strange ſeems this Charming Skill of yours to me, 
How can this Winter with your Spripg agree ! b- 
What rigid Coldneſs in your Breaſt muſt lie, 

When all this Ice dwells ſolid at your Eye! 


” / - ou 


— 
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———— 


| To Amaſia , Singing , and ſticking Pins in « 
Red Silk Pincuſhion. 


(1.) 


S thevex'd Tyrant, when for Blood deſign'd, 
Stabs the dull ground, and Murthers in his 
; So, Fair Amaſia, with a Barb'rous skill, (Mind. 
Piercing the Cuſhion, ſhews how ſhe would kill. 


(2+) 


All this you do, to prove what Pow!r you have, _ 
The Cuſhion ſeems to Bleed,ſuch Wounds you gave; 
Whilſt I, in Emblem, all my tortures ſee, 

Your Pins pierce that, as your Eyes wounded me. - 


s, 
( 3- 
This flaming Mount with etna may compare, 
Here, Cypid's ſhafts, there are the Arms of War; 
Sure thM Love's «Etna muſt be only here, 
That, holds Fove's thunder, this, Amaſia's Spear. 
To | 


E 3 (4/ 


"— 
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(4+) 


See now, with how ſmall force her Launces fall ! 
Juſt with ſuch cargleſneſs, ſhe wounds us all. 

To kill, no toil to her, the Tyrant Joys, . 
And Syres like, ſhe Sings, while ſhe deſtroys. 


(5-) 


Orpheus his Iyre did AncientWoods remove, 


None Cer, but you, with Muſick ſet a Grove. 


Your Silver Bfkns cotfie dancing to your hand, 


And, where you place them, there they rooted ſtand. 


To Amaſia, 0» her corref#ing a line of Mr, Wal- 
ler's, as ſbe read it. 


qo reading Waller's, ſo your Wit is ſhown, 
That, what he wrote,is moſt eſteem*d*your own. 
If you ſhould think, what might we hope from you, 
Who can ſo careleſly,ſfuch wonders do ! & 

Juſt ſo, your Beauty's ſhown in Charming ways ; 
You are admir'd, yet, take no pains to pleaſe. 
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At. once obliging, you at once offend, 
You ſp6il the Poet, and the Poem mend. 
If in his Age you had adorn'd the Iſle, 
He had preferr'd you to his loy*d Carli/ke. 
Carliſle and you had been in all he writ, . 
For Beauty ſhe, you fam'd for that, and Wit, 
Amphion like, from a diſorder'd heap, 
You make harſh Words in Beauteous numbers leap. 
Your Work ſhall laſt, when his is wholly gone, 
More firm than that, tho'*tis compos'd of ſtone. 
High as his Theban Walls, your ſtile appears, 
Yet, like the Plains, a Fruitful crop it bears. 
Thro' confus'd letters ſo your fancy ſhines, 
4. Like the Sun's Rays, it lightens aller's lines. 
His Senſe, like ſome rude, unform'd Chaos lay, 
1]- In gloomy Night till you Commanded day. 
From your creating Breath it's form it drew, 
His diſcord is made Harmony by you. 
So, jarring ſeeds, and undigeſted, came, 
ByHeav'en's ſtrange Pow'r,to an Harmonious frame. 
His happy Verſes, tho? obſcure a while, 
From your Fair Eyes put on new looks, and ſmile. 


Mm. 


Such Charming force in your each Glance ſee, 
As they light them, they cauſe a heat in me. 
E 4 All 


At 
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All muſt admire your Num'rous Pow'rs to move, + 
The Queen of Wit, and yet the Queen of Love! 
We, in your Verſe tranſporting Beauties find, 

The Muſes moſt to their own Sex are kind, 


- Since Charming Daphne to a Laurel turn'd, 


For whom fſo.long the young Apollo burn'd. 
When brighter Fires ſhot from her Radiant Eyes, 
Than thoſe his Chariot bears thro? Summer Skies. 
E'er ſince that time, for none ſo much ſhe grew, 
With bending bovghs, as ſhe does now for you. 


To Amaſia, troubled with & redneſs in her Eyes, 
op her ſaying, ſhe would Charm me with thews. 


C1.) 


=THoſe threats, which once 1 fear'd, will prove 
A Fatal truth, I ſee, | 
Thy Eyes fo ſcorch'd with flames of Love, 
© Muſt quickly kindle me. © 
Thoſe Sp'rits, which chain'd to Circles,now I view, 
Will quite deſtroy me, when let looſe by you, | 


EK -F 


— 
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By their own Radiant Glances fir'd, 
Your Charming Eyes themſelves did wrong, 
But, when their light'nings are expir'd, 
Aſſume the thunder of the tongue. 
Now Cupid claims the Salamander's fame, 
Bask'd in your Eyes, he's nouriſh'd ſo in flame. 


SS 


But whilſt you thus would others Charm, 

And make your Conqueſts full, | 
Perillus like, your ſelf you harm, 

And'try,the firſt, your burning Bull. (wguld find: 
The wond'ring World , ſhould you want ſight, 


The Queen of Love, like her fam'd Son, were blind. 


To Amaſia , on the Auth of her 
Terras-Walks. "7 


cg was Ampbion, fo his Airs could move, 
That the ſtones danc'd to his ſoftSongs of Love: 
Could I like Pow'r in Charming Numbers uſe, 
- (Charming indeed, ſince you inſpire my Muſe,) 
._ © Soon 
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Soon ſhould your lofty Walls delight our view, 

Like their Fair Miſtreſs, high, and pleaſi ing t00&s 
Then ſhould my Verſe in ſofteſt meaſures flow, | 
Soft as thoſe ſtreams which gently glide below. 

My Thoughts ſhould like their Silver Fiſhes ſhine, 
With quick, bright glitterings thro'each moving line. 
Then might theſe Walks afford a Noble Theme. 
When like the lovely Papbian Queen you ſeem, 
Preſiding here o'er your 6wn Native ſtream. 
Then might I ſing how from theſe Walls, afar 
Your Guns, and Eyes ſubdue in Love and War. 


Sing, how we might along your dreaded ſhore, 
Your light'nings view, and hear your thunder roar. 


How, like a Goddeſs, from theſe Walls on high, 
You ſeepour Floods beneath ſpread out a watrySky. 
How jaſtly thoſe tranſcend the Silver Thames, 
How your bright Eyes play on them with their 
(Beams, 
And ſoLove's Fires riſe from the Silver ſtreams. 
How they would ne'er flow o'er the flowry meads, 
Or any paths where their Fair Miſtreſs treads. 
Thus might 1 ſing what thoughts the proſpett yields, 
g Nymphs in the Rivers, Sylvans in the Fields ; 


\ 


* *; 


Deſcribe 


oe 
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Deſcribe the flow'ry Banks, and ſpreading Groves; 
Where Swains, and Virgins, tell theirMutual Loves, 
But that the Walks, fond "of what once they bore, 
When they were Crown'd with your dear Feet 

| (no more, 
Fell, to complain along the murm'ring ſhore. 


And yet ſuch greatneſs in their ruins lies, 

Their fall, methinks, but makes my fancy riſe. 
So, when your Beauties (if that time can come) 
Shall loſe the Sweetneſs of their preſent blooin, 
Ev*n your decays ſhall raiſe our wonder more, 


Their Ebbs ſhall ſhow the vaſtneſs of their ſtore, 
Which Charm'd Admirers Eyes who ſaw their 
(tides before. 


The Dream, beginning with the Deſcri- 
ption of Night. 


Written to Amaſia, 


N awful ſilence, like a full ſyol'n main, 
Does in deep Pomp o'er the Creation Reign. 
The quiet night it's gloomy darkneſs ſpreads, 
Ofer all the Plains, o'er all the flow'ry Meads, 
And ſits in diſmal triumph o'er the Shades. - 
— Diſfoly'd 


—— nay, <h R—_ 
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Diſſoty'd i in ſilence alt the World appears, 

As ifentranc'd for many thouſand Years. 

The ſullen Heav'n no dosky twilight. yields, 

But thick, damp Fogs ls heavy on the Fields: 
Thro' all the Lawns no fleeting ſhadow flies, 

So drowzy now, they have not Pow'r to riſe, 

No Golden drops of light the Skies adorn, 

Nor ruddy Eaſt diſplays a riſing Morn. |, 
The gather'd Heaven it's dull Creafion Shrowds, 
And drooping Mountains lean theirHeads on Clouds, 
The bending Trees ,with full grown Fruits appear, 
AS ſo at firſt they had their being here. 

The Ripen'd Corn with it's own burthen preſt, 
No longer Nods, but ſeems unmov'd, to reſt. 


| The very Winds no further diſcord keep, 
For they have Sung, and ſigh'd themſelves aſleep. 


The abſent Moon ſeerns now no Pow'r to know, 
Nor are the Oceans heard to Ebb or flow. 

No longer now the raving Billows roar, - - 
But ſofteſt Breezes lull them on the ſhore, 

The Brooks no more the Woods with Murmurs fill, 
But, huſht with purlings, as their fiſb, are ſill. 
All this great Landskip of one Colour ſeems, 

As if the Shining Sun ne'er painted it with Beams. 

| When 
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When rack'd with griefs, which from* my pangs 
I ſeek my Bed, expecting there repoſe, (aroſe, 
Methought,while Night thus kept her perfe&Noon, 
And nogaint light came from the watchful Moon, 
You, lov'd Amga/ia, bleſt your raviſh'd Swain, 

You filVd my Soul in a delightful SINE 
©na calm, ſilent, Silver ſtream we rode, 

Whilſt thouſand Tritons on the Waters trod, 

You like a Venus, | the Ocean's God, 

The Rivers Banks were with tall Mirtles crown A, 


And ſpreading Groves, and Shades grew all around. 
The tuneful Birds their ſweeteſt Voices rais'd, 
As if they knew whom their ſoft ſtrains had pleas. 
"And the tall trees did all their branches bow, | 
Not with their weight, butWith reſpe& to nt 
'Our guilded Barge was by Young Dolphins drawn, 
Juſt like a Chariot o'er the flowry Lawn. 

T rappings adorn'd with Pearls,and Gemms, appear, 
And Plumes of Coral their ſtrong Heads did rear. 
Our painted Seats bright, ſhining Beauties bore, 
WhichGods might,(if notCharm'd with thee) adore. 
Our Silver Oars, ſ, ſmiling Cupids held, 7 
While,fill'd with Pride, our Silken Topfails ſiell'd. 


. 


The 
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The Irry Maſts ſuſtain'd Cerulean Daves, 
Which coo'd, and murmur'd in tranſporting Lovey, 
With wanton Gales blew Flags in furlings roll'd,. 
And Scarlet ſtreamers flew,wrought o'er with Gold.. 
All o'er divine did the great Pomp appear, 

The Watry Gods on Shells were.ſounding there, | 
And Sea-Nymphs dancing in ſoft meafures here. 
All the Attendance, Charming bright, like theſe, 
The Paphian Queen has on her Mother Seas. 

Ar the rich ſtern we ſat, and all the while, 

As if delighted, you appear'd to ſmile. 

I aw your Eyes fixt on the Chryſtal ſtream, 

And with new longings mine were fixt on them, 
Trumpets Marine did a at a diſtance ſound, 

And all the Virgins ſoftly Sung around, 

For then our Joys, Juſt then were to be Crown'd, 
The gentle Zephyrs in mild Breezes flew, 

And the waves danc'd, as they were joyful too, 


The ſtately Cangpy above our head, 
Shone with the blaze which fobies Roſes made, 


Strew'd all beneath, they in their bluſhes lay, 

Like ſetting Skies in a Fair Surgpmer's day. 

When, © ye Gods ! You dear, You darling Fair, 
Look'd ſuch kind looks as quite diſpell'd my care, 
; All 
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All o'er in tranſport, with a guſh of Joys, 
On me you caſt your lovely, loving Eyes. 
Ruſh'd tomy Arms, and did my Neck entwine, 


While 1 with Extaſies hung faſt on thine, 


And claſpt thee OR aS'a circling vine, 

© all ye Pow'rs ! our raptures were above © 
The vaſteſt heights of any Mortal Love. 

Not 4n the vulgar way did we enjoy 

Where ſhort Fruition does the Sweets deſtroy. 
To a mare Sacred height onr wiſhes flew,” © 
And our Souls mixt, 'as others Bodies do. 


s 


To Amaſia, who, while I awfully admir'd her at 
her Window, withdrew, and Fees 4 Black in 
her place. | 1 


(4.2 


Jong ſtood I gazing where my Fair was plac't, 


While my bright Sun ſhone radiant in theEaſt, 
And Beams Divine fir'd all my raviſh'd breaſt, 
Then, like adoring Per/3ans, often bow'd, 
But the gay Viſion fled, the Sky was all a Cloud. 


(-.2:/ 
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( 2.) 


Perſiſt not thus deluſively ſevere, 

Let not for ever ſmoak purſue the Fair, 

Nor when Heaven vaniſhes, let Hell appear; 

Whilſt thus you vanquiſh me, your Conqueſts prove, 

\ You triumph here in horror, not in Love. 
= 


To Amaſia, Dancing before a Looking-Glaſs. 


Ew you in Nuntrons meaſures ſport, and play, 
Like the Sun dancing to it's Glaſs, the Sea. 

Strange ! how you move in Air ! if I have Eyes, 

If I have any Senſe the fleet Amaſia flies. 

All here ſubdu'd, your Glances now are hurPd, 


To raiſe new Trophies in this Chryſtal World, | 
The fam'd Pelican Conqu'rour bravely won 

All lands, and Seas by his bold Arms o'erun. 

The Spacious Globe he triumph'd nobly o'er, ; 
But, that ſuffic'd not, . and he wept for more. y 


Here, in this Icy Ocean he might view, 
What yet no Mortal Conqu'rour could ſubdue, A 
Here he had wept again, o'ercome by you, 
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- 'A triumph here had added vaſtly more, 
To his loud/Fame, than the whole World before. 
O'er all the Earth his ſpreading Laurels grew, (too! 
But, were Amaſia won, Heav'n had been Conquer'd 


To Amaſia , on the burning of her Flower'd 
 Mouſling-Nightraile , which took fire , while 
ſhe was aſleep, and yet ſhe was her ſelf 


unhart. 


(1.) 


, \y © 7 Bile gentle flumbers cloſe your Eyes; 
& As you all ſoft, and Charming lay, 
The Am'rous Flame towards you flies, 
And would around your Body play, 
But ſtrait you wake, and as you view the fire, 
Your glancing Beams make it's weak light expire, 


_ (2), 


While Flames encompaſs you about, 
And with their cloſe embraces twine, 

Ah ! who ſhould ſtrive to put them out, 
Since you encreaie, and nouriſh mine ? 

F 
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By Þy their own tg -kt, theſe your Fair form have ſeen, 
Your form without, but ah ! none ever went within. 


AS 7/ 


The Flames your Snowy hands ſurrpund, 
And ſcem to beg they might not go, 
And tho? your nimble Fingers wound, 
They kiſs them {till at ev*ry blow. 
Forc'd from your outworks, they at laſt retire, 


And in a fad, and gloomy ſmoak expire. 


(4) 


Like Lambear Fires they did appear, 
Nor did they mean you any harm, 
Gentle as thoſe which Lovers bear, 
They would your tender Boſom warm, 
Ar.cis of light, when Poſting from the Sky, 
Lon! fuiclike you, while the flames round you fly. 


CD, 


note 4H 


The Miſreſsof Love.” 67 


(5) 
With all their Wings they ſoar'd above, 
And to your Beauteous Face they drew, 
*Till near your radiant Eyes they move, 
And aim to get new light . from you, 
As if they could, when they had loſt their own, 
Like Yeſta's Fire, draw luſtre from the Sun. 


(<3 


Or elſe their tow'ring may declare, 
Their envy to you ſo appears, 
Seeing your Eyes Exceſlive fair, 
With brightneſs far ſurpaſſing theirs. 
But you, like Fove, ſaw your Skies round you fir'd, 
And ſhew'd no fear, but the raſh at admir'd. 


(7) 


n Whateer your fancy pleas'd to yield, 

If Birds, or Beaſts, or Trees you made, 
) Þ 1nyour new planted, ſnowy field, 

Tho' wrought by you, they are decay'd. 
F 2 


68 The Miſtreſs of Lyve. 


So, at the laſt, muſt the Creation burn, 
And what Heav'n form'd, to Duſt and Aſhes turn. 


To Amaſia, who having prick*d me with a Pin, 
for a SubjetF to write on, accidentally ſcratch'd 
her ſelf with it , when in my hand after- 
waras, | | | | 


V H Y, Cruel fair one, did you wound me ſo? 

, Too well o'er me your mighty Power you 
(know. 

Thus ſure you thought not to have Conquer'd more, 

Whom your Pin enter'd, your Eyes pierc'd before. 

Perhaps, you did it with deſign to ſee 

How ſmall a touch of you prevails on me, 


Your harmleſs Weapon has your wonders ſhown, 
You wound our Sex with what adorns your own. 
This little Blood without a wrong you drevr, 
For all I have I would expend for you. 

Yet here by chance,a fullRevenge is found, 

And thus at leaſt, you feel a Mutual wound. | 
The Juſter Spear againſt its Miſtreſs turns, 

And points revenge for which the A&or 'mourns. 
Your Finger bluſhes for the wound it gave, 

Far deeper that which made me firſt your Slave. 
Your 
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Your precions Blood with mine is juſtly paid, 
For my Keart bleeds for what my hands have made; 


Inſtruitions to a Painter to draw Amaſia, with 
ſome reflettions on the Artiſt®s skill, reſolving 
to deſcribe her my ſelf, much better with my Pen. 


Eaſt future Ages ſhould my Paſſion blame, 

£4 And think my Miſtreſs wortkleſs of her fame 5 
Leaſt daring Lovers ſhould preſume to raiſe 
Some other fair to my Amaſa's, praiſe; 
And with an impious boldneſs proudly boaſt 
TheirConqu'rour greateſt, and her Charms the moſt; 
Leaſt of their Chains grown fond, they ſtrive to 
That theirs excels my vaſt exceſs of Love; (prove 
Painter, exert your utmoſt Pow'r and Arr, 
To draw Amaſia juſt.in every part, 

As ſhe is drawn here in her Sylvius heart. 

Still in my Breaſt you may her image ſee, 

(O would her Image could be truly She r) 

Nay, in my Soul you may her PiQure find, 

Love drew it there, but drew it ſoft and kind, ' 
For Love Paints always beſt, thay Love is blind, 
The famous Artiſt, that his Work might move, 
That he might juſtly draw the Queen of Love, 

T 6 | Had 
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Had ſeveral Beanteous Nymphs before- his view, 
And ſomething Charming from each Feature drew ; 


But ah! no Mortal can Ana/a draw, 


Unleſs ten thouſand Venuses He ſaw, 
O that ſome God would Work his fancy o'er, 


To paint her Beauties true, he cannot paint them 


Not Phebus ſelf could draw her juſtly bright, (more. 
Tho' for his Pencil he ug'd rays of light. 

But you, good Arteſt, Summons all your skill, 

Her Charms will raiſe your Pow'r, I know they will. 
Draw her, ah ! draw her moſt Divinely Fair, - 
Soft, Charming, Sweet, and with a taking Air ; 
Draw her all Heav*nly, Afﬀable, and Free, 
Haughty, yet Courteous let her Carriage be, 

O draw her as ſhe is, that all may know *tis She. 

Yer hold 7 
For ſure her Beanties would be loſt in Paint ; 
My Pen muſt draw her, ſince the Pencil can't. 
— You are a'Species, Lovely fair, alone, 

A Godlike ſomething in your Face is known ; 
Which can't by Pencil, or by. Pen be ſhown. 
Such are the Charms of your. AttraQtive mien, 
They only are expreſt by beiog ſen, 


Gods ! 
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Gods ! how ſucceſsful would that Painter bz 
That could make PiQtures look Divine.like thee! 
Who conld thoſe Eyes with all their motions draw z 
Alas ! it cannot be——- 

Unleſs, like thee, the very Picture wy 

What Paint, what Image can with thee compare ? 
Ev*n our Idea ſhews not ought ſo fair. 

Could fancy bring ſome form before my view, 
All wondrous bright,and charming ſweet as you, 
I with that form would be Enamour'd too. 

What reaſon conld I for my Paſſion give, 

Did any equal to Amaia live ? | 

[The World will own, all who your Beauties ſee, 
I am not blind as other Lovers be, 

For 'tis the Faireſt only that can Vanquiſh me. 
Believe, Amaſia, ſince you Cruel prove, 

It is thy Beauty, 'tis not thee 1 Love, 

Beauty, which, like the Veſtal Fire, may boaſt, 
You the World's Empreſs, till it's flames are loſt. 
Beauty, which I ſo lively will diſplay, 

Mankind ſhall yield to your Imperial Sway, 

And every Am'rousYouth, like Sylvius ſhall Obey. 
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So ſhall 1 Charm, by telling my deſires, 

All ſhall feel Flames from the refleQed Fires. 

And when the World thus ſhall your PiQure ſee; 
Your Sex at once ſhall wonder at, and envy thee. - 
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TO THE 
. Right Honourable 
+7 * ON 
Lady Mary Edgerton, 
Eldeſt Daughter 


EARL of Bridgwater. 


MADAM, 
H E Fair and the Young, the 
Poet and the Painter, are equally 
roud to draw ; the Pencil,or the 
Pen,may be happy in thoſe Draughts ; but 
the Beauties of the Mand, not the Sun 
himſelf, whoſe light Paints the whole Scene 
of the Creation, ev'n with a Pencil made 
Beams, can repreſent in their Meridian 


Luſtre, The more they ſhine, the more 
| they 
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they are perceiv'd, the leſs can they be 


| ſhadow'd ; hence; "tis the Poet finds his the 
harder tasR to deſcribe your , Ladyſhip's 
Vertues,” than the !Pamter”s to do you Fu- 
ſtice in your Perſon ; yet, Madam, that 
Painter (if .any can) twho does you Fuſtice 
in your Picture plays there the; Pyet too ; 
for the "Sweztneſs \of "your Teniper, the 
Sweetneſs of your Face diſplays. Inſtead 
of the rude ſketches of my Pen,your Lady- 

ip's Pifture, prefix'd to this Poem Tpre- 
ſent you, had been the moſt agreeable De- 
dication+, for that whuld give fe World 
the trueſt Image F 1 your Charaſter :. But 
doing your Ladyſhip that imagry.of Fu- 

ice, the Patroneſs would be read more 
than the Poet ; the Reader wuuld bold his 
Eyes fixt there, and look no further for 
Amaſia. There would be find both Lowe 
and Poetry, both Charming, both Divine, 
and never regard the Works of theMuſes, 
but gaze with ſilent Admiration. on the 
Faireſk Muſe. Your Ladyſhip, tfe 
brizht Original, Nature in all ber Bloon- 
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ing C olours has already drawn, he bas not 


only giv'n your Ladyſhip Beauty, þ er com- 


mon Gift to the Fair Sex, and that in an 
uncommon meaſure, but fre has given Jou 
a Mind ſo Charming, that your Face is a 
true Emblem of your Soul, and thence it 
ariſes your Ladyſhip appears ſo every way 

agreeable, As Beauty 1 is beſt expreſt 1 in 
Ring ſeen, Vertue is ſo too ; for tho" the 
Original can't be equal'd, your Ladyſhip 
may by your Converſation draw fair Copies 
in the Minds of others ; thus may your 
Aﬀability, Generoſity, and ſeveral other 
Graces, which your Ladyſhip is adorn'd 
with , and adorn, appear Conſpicuous to 
the World, as the Splendor of the Sun 
(tho' all Mankind isC eobet that it ſhines ) 
cannot in it ſelf be view'd, but may bow- 
ever be Admir'd in thoſe pieces f the skaes 
it guilds, 


I am, 
MADAM, 


Your Ladyſhip's Molt Obedient 


Humble Servant. 


Sylvius. 


THE 
ADDRESS of LOVE 
AN 
Epiſtolary P O E M. 


Writtento AMASTA.. 


OU are ſurpriz'd, I know you bluſh; and 
Y | (frown, 
You tear the Paper,and you hurl it down. 


| O blame not me, but your own Conqu'ring Eyes, 
For, from themſelves their preſent troubles riſe. 
Let them not then, thou dear, prevailing Maid, 
Blindly refuſe what they have wrote to read. 
Sec here what always in my looks you ſee, | 
And mark the Paſſion that I feel for thee. 
The Paſſion will not a deſcription bear, 
Look in my Soul, *tis fully written there. 
My preſs of Thoughts no way for ſpeech affords, 
It can't brezR out, and ſcatter into Words, 

7 With 
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With no relation will it Juſtly hold, - 

I tell it moſt, to ſay it can't be told. 

Verſe after Verſe will all but fruitleſs prove? 
Verſe after Verſe can ne'er declare my Love: 
Did I Love leſs, did I not Love fo well, 


Then I, perhaps, might all my ſuff”rings tell; 


But oh ! I burn to ſuch a high degree, 


I ſcarce have Pow'r to beg a ſmile from: thee. 


So, Zealous Men,when in their Souls ſincere, 
From Meditation cannot fall ta pray'r. 
Think of the Love I did already ſhow, 


Think, that the Love will be for ever ſo, 


Think, while I live, that I ſhall Love thee ſtill, 


Think it! Be ſure ; for, by thy ſelf, I will. 


Spight of your ſcorn,tho* you cantemn my flame, 


Still ſhall I own that-from your Eyes it came. 


Why need I tell you, ſince too well you know 


That 1 admire you, and muſt ſtill do ſo. 


Spighr of my Soul, ſpight of all Manly Pow'rs, 


Spight of my Self, 1 find that I am yours. 
Vain 11s all force, I muſt your Captive be, 
I mult be thine, ev'a in deſpighr of thee. 


For this, you think of no return to make, 


Becauſe I give, what you refuſe to take, 
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© ſtill be harſh, the bliſs no Man could bear, 

If you ſhould grow as kind as you are fair ; 

If your diſdain and ſcorn ſo much'can move, (Love ! 
How would you Charm with Tranſport, could you 


That would o'ercome me with ſurprize of bliſs, 

Too great for Monarchs, by their Crowns, it is, | 

Yet would I fain to dazling ruin run, v4 

Like the raſh Youth, who dar'd aftempt the Sun ; 

Daring as his, does my Ambition fl, | : 

Full of thy Fires, I would run &er my Sky, 

Purſue my great attempt, tho" thunder'd till IDye. 

Proud in the Spicy neſt your Boſom frames, 

I, Phenix like, would' ſet i in glorious flames. 

But you are great in Fortune, and will ſhow 

Eſteem-for none, but who like you are ſo. 

Like the Sun's Beams, your radiant Glances hold, 

Fixt on no place, but what may turn to Gold. 

Yoy have Eſtates, and I, you know, have none, 

I ak them not, they ſhall be ſtill your own. 

They ſtand beneath the bent of my deſires, 

ForGold's Refletion makes but ſeeming fires; 

I ſcern all ſuch as would for int”reſt ſue, 

My ſoaring wiſhes fly at nought but you, 

Beleve—1 Love your ſelf, for, by your ſ!f, I do. 
G  Relent 
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Relent then quickly, O thou Charming fair, 


And liſten kindly to your Lover's Pray'r, 
For elie—you Mad me, Kill me, with Deſpair. 
Forgive me, Faireſt, for I muſt complain, 
How can a wretch, like me, forget his pain, C 
. And loſe his tarture, while he drags his Chain ? 

All the unhappy may have leave to grieve, 

Deſpair does in the deepeſt ſorrow live. 

Fruitleſs my cries, fruitleſs are all my moans, 
Fruitleſs my riſing ſighs, and my diſtratted groans, 
In vain alas! To move your Soul I try, 

In vain alas! I Pine, and Bleed, and Die. 

— Withoutredrefs I bear your proud diſdain, 

Eccbo and you return thoſe Wordsg——in vain. 

Can nought this coldneſs from thy Breaſt remove; 
Soften, and melt thee into warmer Love ! 

O if you felt my pangs, or if you-knew 

But half thoſe ſuff rings which F bear for you, C 
Sure, you would pity, and wonld Love me too. 
What pleaſures then, what raptures ſhall I boaſt, 

If your Compaſſion be not wholly loſt! , 
Believe me, Charmer, by thy ſelf I ſwear, 
By thy dear ſelf, and thoy art all that's dear, 


—_— 
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For thee alone I bear my fierce deſires, 
And burn, and rave, wild with'my raging Fires. 
How can true Paſlion, ſuch as mine; be born.! : . 
How can I live, and you make no return! _ 
No;—Scorn'd ! henceforth, I will not ſtoop to live, 
| But ſlight that Life, which you deny to give. 

Yet, unreveng'd, I will not poorly fall, 

For then, my Riyal would engrofs thee all. 

No, by my hopes of happy Joys above, 

No other Mortal ſhall poſſeſs thy Love, 

No meaner Soul deſerves the mighty bliſs, 

I boaſt a Spirit nobler far than his; 

While he, ſhould he poſſeſs thee, would be cloy'd, 
And flight thoſe Charms which he had late enjoy'd, 
My Tides of Paſſion ſhould for ever rowl, 

And with new-ſpringing floods o'erflow thy Soul. 
'Tis I alone ſhould have the Pow'r to more, 

- If Love be Merit in the claim to Love. 

O could the wretch but keep his wiſhes warm, 
And ſigh,as long as you have ways to Charm, 

Such is my Paſſion, ſach my ſacred flame, 

Could he but bleſs thee, I ſhould quit my clain 
Full of thy image wonld I haſt to go, 


Thoughtful of thee, to gloomy Groves below; 
G 2 Still 
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Still ſhould my witking Soul thy Charms purſne, 
Ev'a in Oblivion ſhades rememb' ring you,” 
But think, ah! 'think:' thy Charms'by me poſſeſt, - 
How we might both be td a'wonder bleſt ! ! 
O contd your Soul: extellive fondneſs ſhow, 
O covuld:your Paſſion for me freely flow, 
Eternal Joys would every ſmile purkve; 
And yov, while bleſfing me,ſhould be tranſported too; 
Such are your Charms, ſuch is your Pow'r to move, 
I Love you ſtill, and ſil, muſt urge my Love, 
The Paſſion grows no greater than before, 
For it was boundleſs, and could ne'er be more, 
 Theirs that encreaſes, and can hourly flow, 
As well may Ebb, but mine can-ne'er do ſo; 
I, like a Watch, to a vaſt height am wound, 
In which no ſlow, no erring motion's found, 
But while Life's Wheels ſhall laſt, they ſhall run 

. (ever round; 
Still in one conſtant courſe of Paſſion move, 


From various Figures ſtill to thee PII rove, 
But ne'er, 1 fear, point out the hour of Love. 
To thee [I'll write in everflowing ſtrains, 

. You ſhall be ſung in all the Flow'ry Plains, 
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And tender Maids, ſhall, where thy Fame is born, 
Admire thy Beauty much, but more, thy Scorn. | 
Where any Wit in all my Verſe ſhall ſhine, 

You are my Muſe, and it is chiefly thine. 7 

' Whea to a pitch my Tow'ring fancy flies, 

My Soul's Emotion with my ſtile mult riſe. 

And Judge, Amafia, by my fonder flight, 

That I feel all, and more than all 1 write, (Pow'rs, 
You cauſe ſoft Thoughts, and all their Charming 
*Tis your brightRaysprodu@ thoſeBlooming flow'rs; 
Like Summer's Sun, thro! all my Clouds-you ſhine, 
And with your Beams, enlighten every line ; 

You, by ſtrange Pow'r, my young invention moye, 
Thro' all my Verſe there is an Air of Love; 

That makes me write, and write alone of you, 


Yours is the Poem, and the Poet too. 

To you alone does my whole fancy rowl, 

You poſſeſs all the flowings of my wool 

Only by thee ſhall 1 acquire a nat (Theme, 
While Love, Eternal Love , Sands my continu'd 
Thy wond”rous coldneſs, which my Paſſion blames, 
Still Fires me more than any other's Flames. 

Tho' I muſt neer poſſeſs the Charms 1 ſee, 

PI ſmile on Fortune, while ſhe frowns on me; 
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| I ſhall another wretched Midas prove, 
And turn what Cer 1 touch, to the rich Metal,Love. 
If I deſir'd lefs fondly than I do, 

Then might I all that I haye ſuffer'd ſhew, 

But to that height, that mighty height I burn, 

I cannot bope for any kind return. 

*Tis yon alone urge my conceptions on, 

'All but ſoft Notions from my Mind are gone. 

To you alone do all my fancies fly, 

Thoſe ſcatter'd Wings which hore me once ſo high. 
Now all my flights but weak, and flutt'ring ſhow. 
Not reaching you, they ds bu! flag below. 

Such are your Beauties, ſuch your Pur” 1 Charm, 
Your Eyes burn Hearts, which 2*hers conot warm. 
I thro* my Love am ſo ſubmiſſive gr»wa, 

You call my Crime, what is my chief 15071 ;; 
Unbappy Paſlion ! which my Soul hes mid, 

And makes me hated, where'I would be lov'd, 
Now allmy Geſtihes, fond, and humble ſhow, 

My Eyes revolt, when Beauty is my foe, 

Rack'd with your ſcorn, let me no lopger lie, 

Raiſe me to Life, or urge me on to die, 
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You, my bright Sun of Beauty, light me here, 
Juſt as you make them, all my Days appear, | 
Like you, when Clouded,or like you, when clear. £ 
For, ſtill of lov'd Ama/a ſhall I fing, 

' With thy dear Name ſhall all the Vallies ring, 

To you alone fhall all my Numbers flow, 

And all my Verſe ſhall be adorn'd with you; 

To you no Mortal can due Trophies raiſe, 

Above my Thoughts, much more above my praiſe; 
You ſhall be fam'd, wherever Swains can read, 

In er'ry City, ev'ry Flow'ry Mead, C 
And you ſhall live, when many Ages dead; 

Whilſt I, my ſelf, ſhall likewiſe deathleſs grow, 
Eſteem'd for Love, Immortal Love of yoa ; 

For that alone I ſhall be nam'd aloud, 

Forgtis thro? that, I riſe above the Crowd, 

Me Fortune plac'd not with her wealthy heirs, 

Yet ſure my Soul ſits as Sublime as theirs. 

With bold Ambition [ to greatneſs move, 

For only you ſhall e*er my flames approve, 

I am not poor, who have a World of Love, 

The havghty Tyrants, -and the humble Swains, 

Ia ev'ry Court, and throughout all the Plains, 
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[Bleſt with my Verſe, ſhall ſoft Emotions find, 
Andevery Beautcous Virgin ſhall be kind, 
' With me-no Man ſhall ever equal be, ] 
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No Mortal Lover ſhall be great, like me. 


, On Lovesbright Throne I {ball in Triumph ſit, 


O'er Earth and Seas our laſting praiſe ſhall fly, 

The greateſt Poet, He, the greateſt Lover, I. - 
WhileWinds ſhall blow;8& while theSeas ſhall roar, 

Whilſt Billows beat againſt the foamy ſhore, 

Till Day, and Night,and all things are no more, 
While Heav'n and Earth ſhall laſt , while Stars ſhall 

Thy conſtant Lover ſhall be ever thine. (ſhine, 

Such Love, ſo great, can't be by Mortal born, 
How then, 4maſza, ſhall I bear your ſcorn ! 

Above all thought my wond'rous Paſſions move, 
Hear,good and graciousPow'rs 1 all Pow'rs aboye! 

For I am Sick, quite Mad,and Loſt in Love. 

When cer from thee my ſuff*ring Heart is giv*n, 

May I by Dzmons to deſpair be driv'n, (Heav'n. 

Daſh't againſt Rocks, and ſtruck with bolts from 


O thou Regardleſs, Happy, Charming fair, 
You can't imagine how belov'd you are, 


Like mighty Dryden on the Throne of Wit. | 
| 
| 
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Nor know I how to tell you, but I know, 
I Love, as never Mortal Man lov'd fo. 
I Love you, for (by Love it ſelf *tis true,) 
' 'Above what &er Romantick Lovers knew, 
I Love you now, as I ſhall ever do. 
My Flames are ſuch as to the Gods are giv'n, 


I Love Amaſia as I Love my Heav'n. 
How could I wiſh you would Love Sylvius ſo ! 


That you would this return of Paſſion ſhow, (you. 
That you would Love him---Juſt as Heav'n Loves 
Oh ! when you know but half my mighty ill, 


You may relent, Amaſia, yes, you will. 
When once my racking griefs are underſtood, 

You will relieve me, for I know you good, 

When you but find what thro” your ſcorn l bear, 
You will the bleſſings of a Goddeſs ſhare, 

You will be Heavnly kind, as Heav*nly Fair. 
Then, you no-more will uſe your Sylvius ſo, 

To doubt thoſe truths, which, well as Heav'n, you 
No room for falſhood my deſire affords, - (know. 
You rule myThovghts,then ſure you rule my words, 
Speak, is my Paſſion unſincere beliey'd, 

Or can you think you can be Cer deceiy'd ! 
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You all my tender Declarations blame, 

'And you deny that I have felt a flame, 

Deny at leaſt, that from your Eyes it came. 

; Tis then decreed, that I muſt rack my Mind, 
To prove my Paſſion, when you prove unkind. . 

. Believe, Amaia, who does truly Love, 
\Can't by expreſſions half his Paſſion prove. 
True Flames can never, never be expreſt, 

He, who ſpeaks moſt imperfe&, ſpeaks them beſt: : 
How ſhall I, all my racks, and ſuff” rings ſhew ? 

You know I Love you, and Love none but you; 
Love you! Like truth—T Love you Heavenly well, 
How, not my Tongue, no, nor my Eyes can tell - 
If it could be that Man could Love you more, 

Feel fiercer pangs than I have felt before, 

O 1 would ſpend an Age, to tell the ſtory oer. 
Heav'nWitneſs for me what my flights ould a0 


. 
” a i a 


— nnd [ wo) ” as GT 9” a =» 


All made of Love, andall adorn'd ith thee,(Sbe. 
?Till Ecchoing Hills proclaim that thou alone art 
As ſome poor Youth, who, by his. Parents croſt, 

Submits himſelf to be by Billows toſt, 

Submits to all the threatnings of the Sea, 

For thoſe, he knows, are leſs jurag'd than they ; | 
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| Howe'er, concern'd, he thinks on Friends behind, | 
' | Weeps with cach ſhow'r, and ſighs with ev'ryWind; 
His Native ſoil with fad remorſe he leaves, 
-A ſoil, leſs ſafe than the tumultuous Waves ; 
| When firſt he hears the dreadful Oceans roar, C 


And Tempeſts louder than he fear'd before, 
With wat'ry Eyes he views the leſſ”ning ſhore. 
So, 1, when urg'd by your unkind diſdain, 
/ 'In abſence hop'd to find a Calmer Main, c 
- But Storms of Thought thus drove me back again. 
- Think! How we parted, we did neer embrace, 
I ſpread no balmy Kiſſes o'er your Face. 
Preſt not your hand, nor did I figh, or ſwear, 
= Idid not ſpeak, for-oh ! You would not hear. 
| B 1 ſhould have look'd, and gaz'd, and talk'd a while, 
| Murmur'd, and Kiſt, and then receiv'd a ſmile ; 
BE I ſhould have melted, when my ſilence broke, 
Farewel—farewel—with fonger looks have ſpoke. 
In ſofter Voice I ſhould thoſe Accents tell, 
And bid a thouſand, thonſand times, Faremel ; 
With tremblingLipsI ſhould have drawn from you, 
With tremblingLips,and withEyes trembling ne 
Ford my fixt fect, and groan'd along Adeio. 


Sure, 
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Sure, loy'd Amaſ) a will my Flames approve, Th 
Sure you will make me ſome returns of Love. Tt 
How happy then muſt raviſh'd Sybvius be, It 
Who now is fill dwith Anxious Thoughts of thee! | 
Thy Beauteous form ſtill dances If my light, A 
By day in Viſtons, and in Dreams by night. T 
Oft my. wild Thought thy darling Image frames, K.H 
Oft do I ſee thee wanton on the ſtreams. Wil 
Where you look always ſo divinely Fair, Al 
| Where, in ſuch Charms you to my view appear, T] 
You ſeem a brighter Yenus riſen there z | Fo 
O'er the calm Floods with Wings of Rays you fly, & 


An Angel poſting thro' a Cloudy Sky. ; 
My: flames more raging from the Waters grow, "eo 
And while I ſee the Dear, Deluding ſhow, ' 
I bleſs my ſelf that I could fancy fo. | 
Oft, when alone, and in my filent Bed, 
T think, Ah ? whither is Amaſia fled, 
Where is the Beauteous, Lovely, *Fatal Maid. 
Then, . thro? my Curtains, ſtrait I ſee you come, - 
* Andfill, with ſhinings, all the gloomy room. 
With airy flights, and with deluding Eyes, 
'You looſly dance where your fond Lover lies, 
And I, to ſeize you, all in Tranſport riſe, ; 
Then 
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Then how.I catch! ! then, how I rave to find,, -' 
That you could g6,,/ and leave me'there behind, 
I ſpend my-Breath, and rack my-trqubled Mind. 
Like ſwelling Waves, my Thoughts conle raging » 
A ſecond riſes, &erthe firſt is'gone, * (on; 


They rewl,and daſh me when their rowling? $ done. 3 


.Fhen, mid with at's "my Anxious griefs and pw 
I lie dejected 6n my Bed again, * "EY 
And gaze to find yon; ' but I gaze in'vain. ” 
Then, dol ſtrive; but no rep6ſecan take, 
For , Thovgtits"of yon "my * ſhort'ned flumberg% 
And rack'me &qually'a$ whert awake.  ''' (break; 
Reſtleſs I dragreachtedions Mitute- there, 

For all my[Joysare yaniſh'd with my Fair. 

"Tis too much Love has wrought:my Rigid fate, | 
And-do I Love'you ?: 1s that cauſe for hate !_ 
Command me all things, - and your lover prove, 
Command me all, ——but to forbear my Love, 
That is the only thing I cannot do, 

And that alas ! is all requir'd by you. 


Believe, Amaſza, Cruel fair believe, 2 
I ſhall die yours, ſince yours I cannot live, 
And this is all I ask you now to give. 4 


While 


. "And have ſach Pow'r to rule the looks of mine. / 
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While glimmering Tapers lighr myDarken? d roond 
'And my near Friends to ſee my end are come, 
While now, all pale, and in my pings I lie, 
I beg, Amaſia may fit Mourning by ; 

Evy'n then, my Paſſion will be Nobly great, 
My flames more raging, tho? in fainter heat, 
Not riſing brighter,than they then ſhall ſet. 

I ſhall embrace you in my trembling Arms, 
And there admire your lovely, fatal Charms, ' 
Thoſe Faireſt Eyes, which I eſteem Divine, 
Thoſe Fatal Eyes, which do fo brightly ſhine, 


l 


All over Rapture, while all over pain, 
F11 look, and figh, and then Plt lpok again, 
Still will I gaze, with raviſhmeat, on thee, 
And thy dear, lovely Face ſhall be the laſt I ſee. 


—Y 


—_— 
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Deidamia to Achilles. Epiſ. T. 


th 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Achilles, baving lain a long time diſguis'd like a Wo- 
man, in the Court of Nicomedes,King of Bythinia, 
* ſo carrying on the better bis Amours with Deidamia, 
Nicomedes bis Daughter, was at laſt by the ſubtilty 
of Ulyſſes, ( who put a Sword into bis Hand, which 
be wielded too Dexterouſly for a Woman) betray'd, 
and carry d to the Trojan War, Greece baving beer 
warn'd by the Oracle , that Troy ſhould never be 
taken, unleſs Achilles aſſiſted at the Siege. Thus, 
while be continud in the Grecian Camp, - Deidamia, 
impatient of bis abſence, Writes bim tbe following 
Epiſtle. 


E AD this Achilles, and be griey'd to ſee 
R How Deidamia Mourns, and Mourns for 
| >. (thee, 

Read, and then think who muſt the Anthor be. 


ww ho 
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Who, but fond I, would the weak Paſſion tell ? . 
Fond, fooliſh I, who Love you, too, too well. C 
You ſeem to doubt, and in amaze you ſtand, I 
Having my Heart, you needs muſt know my Hand, ; 
What here you find, my dear deſires indite, I 
Ah! kindly read, what I too kindly write. I 
Nought but her tender wiſhes thus could move C 
Thy Deidamia to confeſs her Love. N 
Nor need I bluſh the nobleſt Flame to own, p 
I boaſt 1 yielded, ſince to thee alone. Y 
To thee, whoſe Charms, wound tender Virgins far ; NV 
O may. you ſo be proſp'rons in- the War. V 
May you ViQorious, and Triumphant be, T 
And Conquer all, as you have'Conquer'd me ; D 
But let .no Laurel ſhades about you riſe, *. . + Y, 
To bar the glances of my longing Eyes, + BI 
Their ſacred wreaths can free from thunder live, M 
But not from flaſhes Beauty's lighYaings give. Fc 
F'll think you not a Lover, while I ſue, r 
But call you Warriour, the Name's dear to you. Li 
Ah ! then, be gen'rous to the yielding Foe, = 
I have ſurrender'd to your Arms, you know. T 
Proud of ſubmitting to Achilles, more p- 


Than all the Conqueſts I had gain'd before. 
hs | When 
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When I was gaz'd at by a Noble Crowd, . 

And other Princes with Submiſſion bow'd. 
When, all around, far as my Eyes could ſee, , 
There was no Youth but would my Captive be, _ 


Then, then it was, I gave my Heart to thee. 

I gaye thee that, I gave thee all my Soul, 
Gaye Deidamia, you polleſs'd her whole, 

My Virgin ſpoils I offer'd to thy Arms, 

The Thovght alas / My tender Boſom warms, 
You rifled all my Beauties, all my Charms. 

My deareſt Treaſures, and my Richeſt ſtores 
Were all your own, and I was wholly yours. 
To my lov'd Bed, full of a Vig'rous flame, 
Dreſs'd like a Woman, .oft Achilles came. 

Your publick Geſtures ſtill did Female ſhow, 
But, when in private, ſure they were not ſo, 
My Maids of thee were in no ſort afraid, 

For they believe thee, like themſelves, a Maid. 
Think, in what ſweet, what ſoft, and wanton pliy, 


- 


Lock'd in my Arms, you-paſt the Hours away ! 
' Alas! My Love, writing theſe tender Words, 
The very Thought ſome Extaſies affords. 
Same faint Emotions of my Soul it frames, 
All our paſt Pleaſures now appear but Dreams: 


H Ah ! 
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Ah! Lovely Youth, oft in my Widow'd Bed,. 
I think of you, and wonder why you fled; 
Admire, that War ſhould ſo delightful be, 
| To make it's Horrours be prefer'd to me. 
I'thought myVoiceBreath'd far more pleaſing Ayres; 
Than the ſhrill Trumpets could Proclaich in theirs. 
Why ſhould you raſhly-Combat in the Field ? 
Ahd ſlight ſuch ſpoils as I would gladly yield. 
There you muſt hazard, and buy Conqueſt dear, 
When all your buſineſs was to triumph here. 
Ah ! Come again, once more, my Life, return, 
To comfort me, who now extreamly Mourn. 
How ſhould I Joy to hear what you have done, 
To hear of Battles by your Valour won / 
To hear your ſelf, in my Embraces, tell, 
How ſuch a Hero in the onſet fell. 
Then would I claſp thee cloſely to my Breaſt, 

And Sigh, and Kiſs thee, more.ſecurely preſt, 
And, {till endearing, lull you ſo to reſt. 
Haſt then, Achilles, from the Battle flee, 
And join in Combat with no Foe, but me. 


-_ 
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ALady, forſaken by ber Lover,to whom ſhe had not deny'd 
even the laſt favours, baving been .newly recover'd 
out of a Violent Sickneſs, which, "twas beliew'd, be 
occaſion'd, and bearing be was gone to be AMarry'd to 
another , and to take Shipping ſoon after in the North, 
baving with bim ber Fortune, which ſhe bad intruſted 
him withal, according to the various tranſports of ber” . 
Paſſion, Writes bim this following Epiſtle. 
O you, (falſe Man} I make wy ſufÞrings known; 
Whom once I thought I could have calld my 
*Tis only you, who'ſhould theſe lines receive. (own, 
Who us'd to. Mourn, when I had cauſe to grieve. 
Scarce can my Life of this ſad change allow, 
When you torment, who ſhall redreſs me now ? 
How many Lovers have I ſcorn'd for thee, 
And is your falſhood my reward ?— 
Speak, thou ingrateful Man !--—lt cannot be, 
When you at firſt your greater Rivals knew, 
And how the meanelt far exceeded you, , 
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Full of Deſpair, lay'd Proſtrate at my Feet, 


You cry'd, ah ! Can you, Can you Love me yet ? 


No, you will Titles, and their Lords receive, 
An honeſt Love is all that I can give. 

The great are falſe, byt I ſincerely true, 

Ah ! Treach'rous Man ! Who is ſo falſe as you ? 


Who could have thought this wond”rons change to 
How can you live ſo far apart from me ! (ke, 
Here, my Companions think my Mourning ſtrange, 
And wonder whence proceeds the diſmal change. 


Hiding my Sorrows, they their cauſe explore, 
So, by concealing, I reveal them more. 

How do they rage, when they the ſtory know ; 
Yet then, ev'n then, I ſpeak excuſing you. 

I firſt Condemn you, call you falſe, and then 

I fondly plead in your behalf again. 

Thus arguing for you, I impeach you more, 
And make your guilt ſeem Blacker than before. 
Then,in my Soul ſtrange wild diſorders move, | 
With anxious ſtruglings between grief and Love. 
A new Confuſion in my looks appears, 

And, Naming you, I ſtrait diſſolve to Tears. 
My ſwimming Eyes can then no objett view, 


What ſhould they look at, ſince depriy'd of you ? 
" Since 


wn. Ol. Bo 
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Since to the North from all your Vows you "CY 


And left the City, but to haſt from me. 
To that cold Air you fled with juſt deſign, 
A place moſt fit for ſuch a Breaſt as thine. 
It's Chilling coldnefs I unjuſtly blame, 


And fear it's Froſt leſs than a New-Born flame, 


Ye Northern Beauties, his Embraces ſhun, 
Or yield, like me, to be, like me, undone. 
Laugh at his Sighs, and tell the Cheat he lies, 


Curſe his falſe Tongue, and his deluding Eyes. 


Too late alas ! We onr Misfortunes ſee, 
There are no Oaths he has not Sworn to me, 
Ye heedleſs Maids, I charge ye, neer believe, 
He makes it all his buſineſs to deceive. 

Leaſt my Misfortunes other Virgins prove, 

O let them ne'er confeſs Exceſſive Love. 

My ſelf I blame that I did &er believe, 

For in all Apes your whole Sex deceive. 

The Treach'rous Jaſon, baſely perjur'd, fled, 


From the Fair Miſtreſs, whom he firſt did Wed, 


And left her's falſly, for Medea's Bed. 


Spight of the Winds, which bore his Sails away, 


He was more Faithleſs in his Flight than they, 
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The injur'd Princeſs, who firlt ſhar'd his Love, 
Should by her Riyal's Death her wrongs remove, 
And to Medea a Medea prove. 

She, by her ſpells,did the fierce Serpents tame, 
And ſtill herCharms for Triumph were the ſame, 
She Conquer'd him, as he the Bulls o'ercame. 
But ſoon,from her did the inconſtapt run, 

She found her ſelf, ſpight of her Arts, undone ; 
She could the Dragons baleful Fires aſlwage, 

But Fires more fatal in her Breaſt did rage, 
With Poppies Juice in vain ſhe ſteeps her Eyes, 
In vain thoſe ſpells, which made them fleep, ſhe 


All eafe, all quiet with her Lover flies. (tries, 
Proud, and Triumphant, he forſook the ſhore, 
A monſter, worſe than thoſe he flew before. 
The wand'rer next was by Creuſa fir'd, 
Like thee, falſe Faſon to new Flames aſpir'd; 
With his rich prize the Villain falfly fled, _ 
And ſcorn'd Medea's, for Creuſa's Bed. 

So, am L left abandon'd to deſpair, 

And your Creyſa is your preſent Fair, 

He, bore a glorious purchaſe from the Coaſt, 
But of what Golden Fleece have you to boaſt ? 
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In vain you-with my flender Fortunes flee, 
Alas ! Iloſt them all, in loſing thee. 

Gemms I deſpiſe, I can ſuch trifles ſcorn, 

But *tis my much priz'd honour that 1 mourn, 
| For that's a Jewel thou can'ſt ne'er return. 

O may no Virgin be o'ercome by Love ; 

Man, ſhould he ſtrive, can never Conſtant prove, 
More than I ought, I would thy ſhame rebate, 

And lay my wrongs, not upon you, but fate. 
Fame ſpeaks of Nymphs by their falſe Lovers loſt, 
Men firſt ſubmit, but after, Triumph moſt. 

I could an hundred inſtances renew 

Of Treach'rous Men, but none ſo baſe as you, 
With Vows Acbilles did Briſets pleaſe, 

"But Vows as Faithleſs'as his Mother. Seas. 

While Phaon to hot etna's Mount retires, 

His Sappho waſted with as ſcorching fires. 

Fair Dejanira of her Lord complains, 

Griev'd that the Vitor wore his Captive's Chains, 
Alcides once put Women's Garments on, | 
When his vaſt Club he to a diſtaff ſpun; 
The Lyon's rugged skin his Miſtreſs wore, 

| She Conquer'd him, as he the Beaſt before. 


- 
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<Eneax, ſure, _ Rocks, or Oceans came, 
His Breaſt ſo cold, it could not feel a flame; 
By the falſe Wretch fond Dido was undone ; 
Love's Mother could not ſure bear ſuch a Son : 
In vain to Cupid did the Queen complain, 


Got by a Tempeſt, and on Billows born, 
. He would, in haſt, to his Lov'd Seas return, 


Why ſhould his Gods, as if by curs'd decree, 
In Warers fink, when {om the fires got free ? 
He had a Deity to guide his way, . 


With that pretence, he left her {lighted Coaſt, 
But of what guiding God have you to Boaſt ? 


And now another Virgin you have won, 
"Thar other Nymph muſt be, like me, undone, 
1 wiſh my Rival could foreſee her fate, 
Alas ! She will repent, when *tis too late, 
$9 much I pity her, 1 cannot hate, 


She pray*d him pierce his Brother's Heart in vain : 


Falſz Men ſhould fear the loud, inſulting Tides, 
The Queen of Loye roſe thence, and there preltdes, 


The, ſame, no doubt, that ſteer'd him on the Sea, 


Yes, *twas a mighty 'Pow'r. your will contrould, 
A Pow'r which Reigns o'er Men, Immortal Gold, 
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She ſoon, (Poor Innocence ! ) by ſcorn oppreſt, 
Will grow as Wretched, as ſhe now ſeems bleſt. 
Soon will you leave the Sighing Maid behind, 

Her Sighs, alas ! will but encreaſe the Wind. 
Methinks, I ſee you fly with Treach*rous Gales, 
Loos'ning your Vows, Juſt as yon looſe your Sails, 
You, the proud Sun of Love, a while Shine bright, 
Then, ſet in Seas, and leave behind you Night. -. 
But, Ah! beware what watry Courſe you Steer, 

| Shun Scylla's Rocks, nor dare to venture near, + 


Ingrateful Men ſhonld ſtill her Vengeance fear. 
And let me warn you, (for the time is nigh, ) 
When you ſhall falſly from my Rival fly, 
Takeleaveatleaſt, nor uſe you r treach'rous tongue, 
Juſt as you did, when round my Neck you hung, 
And long-breath'dKifles meant your ſtaying long, 
Tell her how loſt ſhe is, your flight declare, 

Be honeſt once, and tell how falſe you are. 

Tell her ſhe never can from care be free'd, 
Never, Ah! never, that's Deſpair indeed, 

Oh ! Could yon know, falſe Man,what I have born, 
Tho? Man you be, you would at laſt return; 

In want, and Sickneſs I have ſpent my days, 


Not Eeav'n, or Earth, but you can give me caſe. 
In 
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In a hot, raging Feaver have T lain, 

But why,unkind ! ſhonld I to thee complain ! 
Thou wilt rejoice, and Triumph in my pain. 

The fierce deſeaſe Burn't me with ſcorching Heat, 
It was thy coldneſfs did it's Fires Create. 

Yet not ſo Wild were the laſt Flames I bore, 

'As thoſe you kindled in my Breaſt before. 

My Am'rous Fires, ſpight of your ſcorn, could lay 
Their Sicklier-rage, and make their warmth decay. 


Where were you then ?Where was myLover fled? 
Who ſhould have fat all penſive by my Bed, 
And in my Boſom lay'd his Mournful head. 
HisWeepingEyes ſhould pour ſuchConſtant ſtreams, 
As ſhould have force to quench the inward Flames, 
Feeling my Pulſe, you, Languiſhing, and Pin'd, 
Should have from thence of your ownHealthDivin'd. 
Like me, Cydippe in a Feaver burn'd, 
But her's.rag'd lefs, for ſhe had ne'er been ſcorn'd. 
Her Beauteous Cheeks conſum'd, and livid grew, 
Her Colour ſuch, as ſhe before did view 
In the Fair Apple, which her Lover threw, 
Ah ! Could it be, that you could Faithful prove, 

I ſhould no Feaver know————but that of Love. 


TT 


And 
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And could I find where my dear Traytor flies, if 
My flames ſhould dart like lightning thro' my eyes, 
And melt the Ice, which ronnd your Boſom lies, i 
So far at leaſt I know my Charms could move, | | 
That I could force you to Diſſemble Love. 
But now, alas! no more muſt I receive | | 
Thoſe flowing Joys, which you ſo well could give. | 
No more my bliſs, no more my Life I boaſt, | 
When I loſt thee, all that was dear I loſt. 
Where any Nymph becomes ſo curs'd as I f 
The only buſineſs of her Life's to die. . 
About my Neck PU caſt a Silken twine, 
That Neck,oft claſp'd by thoſe dear Arms of thine, 
My lofty Poſts my Wretched weight ſhall bear, 
For thee F1l offer up my lateſt pray'r, 
And hang the Trophie of thy Conqueſt there. 
Yet, I ſhould live, for if my Doom were paſt, ' 
Heav'n would ſhow'rVengeance on thy Head at laſt. | 
Ah! Perjur'd Man! my eaſe, my Peace reſtore, f 
Give me my Heart, and I demand no more, | 
«Return my own, [ ſhall not vainly 7 | 
To be again beloy'd, and dear to you., | 
Yet, know (falſe Wretch !) if &er you dare to wed, 
My Ghoſt ſhall haunt you in your Nuptial Bed, 


No 
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No other Fair one ſhall a ſharer be, 

Of that dear bliſs you once enjoy*d with me ; 

,Tho? you all Love, and ſhe all over Charms, 

You ne&er ſhall claſp her in your Burning Arms. 
Whilſt Vengeance Prompts me, its effes PIl ſhew, 
Great as the wrongs I have receiv'd of you. 

And ſure thoſe Pow'rs which heard you falſlySwear, 
Will now redreſs me, when I make my pray'r ; 
Their Names prophan'd, what Miſchiefs may you 
CursÞ,whilealive,they will torment youdead. (dread! 
Should I avert the Juſtice they deſi ign, 

It were my pity, no deſert of thine. 


'Ah-! Lovely Traytor ! ſhould you yet be t true, 

| Fcould, methinks, bear an Eſteem for you. 

One Look, one Sigh, would yet my Paſſion move, 
And Fan the faint, expiring Sparks of Love. 

 'Ah! Where's the hope ? I am to write forbid, 
Your ſelf forbid me, it was you that did. 

Void of a tender Senſe to know the pain. 

Of abſent Lovers, when they wait in vain, 

And all their Anxious Thoughts, till met again. 
Thy lateſt Words, hence (thou ingrateful !) know; 


'Yours I depart, to return ever ſo. 


Nay 
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Nay more,you Wept, byHeay” mai haughty you, 
(you threw, (| 


Whliſt round my Neck your Treach'rous ArmsC} . 


And Wip'd my Eyes, for I was Weeping too. 
Think on thoſe things, thoſe tender things you Gaid, 
Thoſe Oaths you Swore, to Cheat an eaſy Maid. 
When, all the Night, lock'd in my Arms you lay? 
And paſt, in tranſports, the ſhort Hours away. 


Baſe, Sordid Soul ! Which nought that's ſoft could 


No dear Remembrance can recall your Love.( 
When, for Heav'n's ſake, you beg'd me Crown Your 
I was not ſure, -deſpis'd, as nowl am. - (Flame, 
How many Curſes did you wiſh for then, 

If you could ever think one fair again ! 

When at that time (you perjur'd ſlave !) I hear, 
You had, and loy'd a Miſtreſs, where you are. 
One, by whoſe Gold your Heart is made her prize, 
Nor are her Slaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 

*T was Gold that did-your ſordid Soul ſubdue, 

' And that, which hires her Servants,Conquer'd you. 
Whilſt I, more Nobly,fcorn'd ſuch Empty gain, 
Nor Sold my Love for leſs than Love again. 

I thought I did ſo, but too late I know, 
I both am Cheated, and deſpis'd by you. 
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11 o Female Epiſtles of Love. 


| My right you give to her you now adore, 

'And Swear again what oft to me you Swore. 

She too, like me, will ſoon complain of you, (too. 
The fame, ingrateful Man wilt make her Wretched 
Then, tell of all the Conqueſts you have won, 
Speak to the wond'ring Crowd,where'er you run, 
And name two tenderMaids,by your damn'dWiles 
But tell not how they flight, and hate thee too,(undone. 
And, if they live, will be reveng'd on you. 

No Fiend in Hell can fuch a Fury prove, 

As a wrong'd Woman,one that's wrong'd in Love. 


Scylla to Minos. Epiſt. III. 


. The ARGUMENT. 
 Minos, to-Revenge the Death of bis: Son, landed on the 
* Coaſt of Lelegia, where be lay'd Siege to a Fortreſs 
held by Niſus, Scylla,, Daughter to Niſus, falls in 
Love with Minos, during the time of the Siege, and 
writes bim the following Epiſtle. 


(fee, 
.Ence Triumph, Warrior, hetice'newConqueſts 
Tho'not ourForts, yet, you baveVanquiſh'd ms. 

' I am ſubdu'd by Minos Godlike Charms, 
And you may-Triumph in your Captive's Arms. 
| | It 


Female Epiſtles of Love. x 


It is my fate to Love my Father's Foe, | | | 
I had not known him, had he not been fo, | if 
Oft have I ſeen you Marching from afar, l 
Wielding your Sword,then reſting on yourSpear, 
While yourCask's NodingFeathers threatnedWar. 
Oft I beheld*you in the duſty Field, | | 
| And was alas! with every Geſture killd. [1 
+ On our High Walls oft do I wiſhing ſtand; 
And bleſs the Launce Grafp'd'in your vig'rous hand: 
Your ſhining Arms the longing Scylla views, 
And likes and praiſes all that Mines does, 
Well might your Mother's Charms a God ſubdue; 
If ſhe knew ever how to Charm like'you, = q 
The Thund'rer ſure had his Europa won, | 
Had he but ſeem'd like her too Beanteous Son, | 
By whoſe dear Eyes poor Seyba i is undone. | 
Oft, as I ſat on our fam'd Tow'rs on high, | ol 
Often, My Lord, has Scylla wiſh'd to fly | h 
To your dear Arms, when I beheld you nigh. | 
How, How alas ! ſhall I be Cer reſtor'd ? ; if 
Or how ſhall Scylla &er enjoy her Lord ? 
Mad with deſires, I think in what diſguiſe | if 
Shall I find out the Tent, where Mos lies ; j f 


112 F emale E viſtles of Lone. 


"How meet the dear diſturber of my eaſe, 

And tell the Charmer whom his Beauties pleaſe. 
Fain would I now betray the Gates to you, 

And yield my Country to a potent foe; 

Alas ! Poor Scylla knows not what to do. 

I fear in War dear Minos ſhould be ſlain, 

For, Oh ! I doubt he has not Pow'r to gain. 
Our Brazen Gates will all his glories bar, 


| Not to be ſtorm'd ev'n by the God of War. 


Oft have I wiſh'd I were your Captive made, 

Aud the dear Bribe for your Alliance paid. 

Then might roughWar,and barb'rous ſlaughter ceaſe, 
Minos be bleſt with Scylla, and with Peace. 

But ah ! too much, I doubt,my Hero dares, 

Nor fears Misfortunes in revengeful Wars, 

Oh ! tho” he does not, . yet his Scylla fears. 

Tell me, My Lord, my deareſt Minos, tell, 
Declare to me, who Love yon too, too well, 
If, for my Country, for my Virgin-Bed, 

My Father's Hair, Nay, for wy Father's Head, 
For Shrines, for Temples, tho? the ſeats of Fove, 
W1ll you, Dear, Charming Minos, Crown myLove ? 


FINTIS. 
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Toher GRACE 
THE 


Dutcheſs of BOLTON. 


May it Pleaſe. your Grace, 
H E Poet in Addyeſſing your 


Ladyſhip feels all the Poets ra- 
A wiſhment and tranſport ; Your 
every Charm Fires every Thought ſo faſt, 
tbe labouring fancy ſtruggles for a Paſſage. 
Your Youth, your Beauty, Afability and 
Wit, when ſeperately conſider'd, ſeem each 
to be the greateſt Excellence, 'tis impoſſible 
any Writer can determine which of thoſe 
Rivals boaft the Preference; but ever 


Writer may thus far be certain, that all of 


them excel. Shall I ſay (and yet ſpeak 
properly) Iam loſt in a Cloud of Beauty ? 
But "tis a Glorious, "tis a Golden Cloud, 
made Luſtrous by the Soul which ſhines 
within, Can I, without growing old be- 
fore my task's Accompliſh'd, undertake to 
] 2 deſcribe 


A 


A tre tn Stn ere en > ng 1 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. - 


deſcribe your Youth in its full Springing 
Bloom ? Should I nat grow proud of my 
own wil bg could I diſplay you at 
the height to which you riſe by your Cour- 
teous, Condeſcending Afﬀability ? Or fhall 
T dare to think that I bave Wit enough to 
eenture on the praiſe of yours * No, 
Madam, all my Muſes can perform no 
Works like theſe. Thinking on your 
Grace's Endowments, T1 find my ſelf be- 
wilder'd in a maze of Vertues ; loſt, hike 
fam'd Theſeus, ina Labyrinth ; a La- 
byrinth, whence no thread of thought can 
free my wand'ring ſenſe. Strange ! that 
Perfe&tion ſhould ſeem as intricate as Er- 
rour | But Night with over-ſhadowing 
Darkneſs ſcarce blinds the Eyes ſo much, 
as an inſufferable Flood of Light. With 
all ſubmiſſion, Madam, I guſt own I in- 
cline voluntarily, (tha' guiſtleſs) to make 
a Confeſſion, which yet no guilty Poet ever 
made. I would flatter your Ladyſhip, 
if pofſubly T could, and boaſt the Glory of 
a Work ſo exquiſitely difficult ; but *tis 
:mpoſuble : All Art falls infinite'y fhort of 
| Nature 
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Nature here : Were it not ſo, the raviſhing 
Charms which Fire me now to think [ 
ſhould attempt it, would then ſeem leſs, 
and Conſequently cool me from the En- 
terprize. Long may your Grace fiand 
thus ſublimely Admirable, Long 

your Vertues ſoar beyond the tow'ring 
Muſes reach,----- Long, till at laft, (and 
may it then be late) they mount yet bigher, 
to their Native Skies, and ſhine a Con- 
ſtellation there. 


I am 


(May it Pleaſe your Grace) 


Your Grace's moſt Devoted, and moſt 


Obedient, Humble Servant. 


F. Hopkins. 
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THE 


PREFACE 


OME Readers tern over Prefaces, as 
g things impertinent ; thoſe few who ſerve 
| not this y the like manner, I fear, will- 
be impertinent Readers. T ſcribble at preſent, 
more for the ſake of Faſhion, than any _ elſe, 
and 1 think all who write Prefaces, do ſo. If the 
World is pleas'd to like « Book "twill ſcarce find 
fault with the want of « Preface, and if the 
World is pleas'd not to like « Book, the beſt Pre- 
face in the World will never recommend it, A 
Poem and a Preface may be likewd to 4 Face, and 
fine Cloaths; a good Face, *tis ſaid, needs none, 
and 4 bad one deſerves none, but ſome now, per- 
haps, may ſay I have ſet my Simile with the heels 
up, for they would have it, by all means, that the 
Preface muſt be the Face of the Book, but in An 
ſmer to ſach, they who will be poſitive in that Opi- 
nion are ſuch as are = fo make Faces, I thought 
in this to have [att [overnng of the Original 
Occafion of writing theſe Poems, and ſo to have 
touch*d a little on the diſcovery of the real Perſon 
meant by Amaſia, bat I conſiger my Book will ex- 
poſe Me ſufficiently, without my expoſing Her---and 
4 certain Verſe which I have read in honeſt Martial 
(who knew the fleering Malice of Mankind) deters 
mſn 2” wel x 
Er pueri Nafum Rhinocerotis habent--- 
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HER O, 
Prieſteſs of Venus. 


Liſe, Sing the Torch which did ſo uſeful - 
(prove, 
To Light the Lover on his way toLovez 
That Friendly Torch, which o'er the Billows ſhone; 
And nouriſt'd Fires, far brighter than its own. 
Sing him, who purchas'd an Immortal fame, 
And boldly ventur'd. o'er the ſwelling Stream, 
Nor could it's rowling Surges quench his Flaine, 
Thro? the rgugh Seas, god riing Waves he goes, 
To Joys tumultuous, and as high as thoſe. 
Exalted Joys, which can no Ebbings know, 
But in vaſt Tides of mighty Raptures flow, 
And where no Winds, but Am'rous breezes blow. _ 
He need not tremble when the Tempeſt's near, 
Nor the loud threatnings of the Ocean tear, 
Who knowsLove's Beauteous Goddeſs risn there. , 


2 Haw Price of Venus. 


And Venus ſurely will Propitions be, 


To ſuch fierce Flames as can o'ercome the Sea. 
Methinks, Leander now is ſwimming faſt, 
Methinks, I ſe him o'er the Billows haſt ; 
Now, now he cuts his proud, Triumphant way, 
Where Crowding Waves around his Body play. | 
There he is lifted o'er the Tow'ring Flood, 

And Seas are flaſhing from the breaking Cloud. 
Methinks, the Torch upon the Tow'r I ſee, 

By Hero plac'd, and almoſt bright as She. 

Blown by rude Wiads, I hear it's flaring Light, 
Which ſputt'ring, Sparkles in the Gloomy Night ; 
That Torch, the Burning Emblem of their Love, 
Which the Immortals ſhould from thence remove, 
To ſhine like Stars, and be a Star above. 

Where it will more than uſual kindneſs ſhow, 

In guiding Lovers, and theitLoves below. 

Such was it here, *till the rough Winds aroſe, 

For tender Sighs, Ah ! Too unequal Foes, 

For Am'rous murmurs, and ſoft Gales as thoſe. , 

Fiercely they rag'd, and ſoon they overcame 

That of the Torch, and then Leander's Flame. 

Two Neighb'ring Towns , tho? ſmal) , are greatly 
«Abydes one, the other Ceſtus nam'd, (fam'd, 

Each 


————_— 


_ Hero, Prieſteſs of Venus. 3 


Each had the view of the Adjacent Lands, -- 
Oppoſite plac'd pr@mThe lonely Strands. 

The Ocean's Waves between them Foam, and Roar, 
Waſhing the Borders of the Patient ſhore, 

But Love, Bold Love, will no {uch Bars allow, 
When ev'n for Gold, the raving Seas we Plow. 
Rarely, Ah! Too, too rarely is it proy'd, 
That. Maids will Love as they have been belov'd ; 
But here a Beauteous, Charming Fair we find, + 
Was wond'rous Conqu'ring, yet was wondrous kind, 
Leander's Praiſes thro* Abydos rung, 

He was alone the talk of every Tongue.. 

That was the Place, was bleſt with his abode, . 
Renown'd as much as he had been ſome God, 

For Men who can like him ſuch-Paſſion ſhow, 

Are ſure Divine, and muſt Immortal grow. | 
Near Ceſtus Hero liv'd, from thence ſhe came, 

From her Leander, did receive his Flame, 

Thus ſhe the greatneſs of her Pow'r diſplay'd, 

Who at ſuch diſtance ſuch a Wound had made. 
From a long Line of Noble Blood ſhe Sprung, 

And Venus Prieſteſs, in her Temple Sung. 

Cloſely retir'd, and near the Boiſt'rous Sea, 

In a tall Tower that other Yenus lay, 

K 2 
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. Hero, Prieſteſs of Venus. 


Its Stately Ruines may as yet be ſeen, 
Which ſhew SpeQtatours whatgt @nge has been. 
On it's High Top with her bright Torch ſhe ſtood, 
To Guide her Lover thro' the Obvious Flood. 
The Waters now roll Mournful to the ſhore, 
And, as they did Leander's Fate deplore, 
They curl their Melancholy Brows, and Roar. 
The Beanteous Maid all wanton Sports deny'd, 
Extreamly modeſt, yet untoucht with Pride. 
To publick Balls, and Maſques ſhe would not go, 
Reſerv'd her ſelf, and thought all others ſo. 
She did the wits, and censring Beauties ſhun, 
Would from fond Youths, and from their Court- 
(ſhip run, 
If ſhe were Lov'd, ſhe thought ſhe were undone. 
With earneſt care, and pure deſires ſhe trove, 
To pleafe her Goddeſs, and her Son to move. 
Now would ſhe Songs of her Adonis ſing, 
And odo'rous Wreaths of bluſhing Roſes bring. 
With tlioſe ſhe oft the hov*ring Cupids Crown'd, 
And ſtrew'd freſh Flow'rs along the Painted ground. 
In vaia ſhe thought to make the God grow kind, 
For guifts are loſt, where the receiver's blind. 


Now 


" Hero, Priefteſs of Venus. 
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Now was the time when Venus Yearly Feaſts, 
For her dead Lover ſummon'd all the Gueſts. 
A-grateful time, when every Charming Fair, 


And Am'rous Youth does to her Shrine repair., 


Drawa to that place by an uncertain Fame, 
All of each Sex from Thrace, and Cyprus came. 
Cythera then ſcarce could one Virgin boaſt, 

All it's Young Men Abydos too had loſt, 

On Yenus Altar they their Of rings lay, 

Bnt their chief Vows to the bright Ladies pay. 
A Pow'r there is which every Soul beguiles, 
In killing Eyes, and ſoftiſeducing Smiles. 

Of all the ſhining Beanties, not a Maid, 

Not ong there was, that in the Temple ſtay'd, 


« But was more pray'd to, than her ſelf had pray'd. 
Before eachCharmer's Feet ſad Hearts were found, 


In their own Bleedings panting on the ground, 


For the blindGod there gave eachYouth aWonnd. | 


He near his Mother's Image laughing ſtands; 


And ſhoots,and Wounds, with his unerring hands. 


But now bright, Hero thro' the Fane appear'd, 


Whom all the Youth at once both Loy'd and fear'd. 


New riſing Paſſion in their Breaſts began, 


Their Eyes, their Hearts, their Souls on Hero ran. } 
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_ O Lovely Prieſteſs, who ſo much can niove ! 
_ Extreamly worthy of thi: Oheen of Love ! 


Soft, tender Sighs fron their warm Boſoms flew, 
And from each look a pleaſing pain they drew. 
They came,they ſaw,and they were there undone, 

O'er hier dear Face their eager Eyes would run, 
They wiſh'd,and gazd,and ſigh'd,ſtifl wiſhing on. 
Richly attir'd, in ſparkling Garments gay, 
Fit for the Duties of the Pompous Day. 
Glorious ſhe paſt through the admiring Crowd, 
Each gave her way, and as ſhe ſtept, they bow'd. 
An air Majeſtick, in her Face did ſhine, 
HerCloaths,herDreſfs did with her looks combine, 

er Mien was Sweet, and ſhe was all Divine. 
Her Beantics darted many Thouſand ways, 
As the Noon-Sun which all his Beams diſpliys, 
bp \ with her Glances RO, and he, his rays. ; 
While all the Maids, (inother places Fair) 
Seem'd bur like Clouds which ſhe had Silver'd there. 
The Ancient Lovers but three Graces knew, 
But Hero's Fact dit'many Thouſands ſhew, 
From her each took, and every Glance they flew. 


In wanton play around her Conqu'r, ring Eyes, 
A guilded Hoſt of hovering Graces flies. 


Hero, Prieſteſs of Venus, 
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You who can thus each raviſh'd Youth ſubdue, 
May ſeem the;Prieſteſs, and the Goddeſs too. 


With boundleſs Charms you Conquer every Heart, 
- And Maid to Venus, thou'a Yenus Art. « 
The Captiv'd Youths upon her Beauties gaze, * 
She both Fires them, and makes theincenſe blaze, 
Whilſt the Lov'd Virgin at the Altar ſtands, E 
She Acts her Conqueſts wich Triumphant Hands. 
The fond Spe&ators Worſhip her, much more, 
Than ſhe the Queen, whom ſhe does there adore. 
For her they Burn with purer Flames by far. 
Than thoſe ſhe offers to her Goddeſs are. 

In vain the Loye-Sick Wretches check their Eyes, 
In vain alas ! They would their pain diſguiſe. 
From her dear Charms, and her AttraQtive Mien, 
They turn their ſight, yet {Mit gaze on again. 
 Herdear Idea every Lover drew, 

For with their Souls, their very Souls they view, 
Each glance from her their raging Flames did aid, 
And every motion fann'd the Fires ſhe made. 
While one of all the wond'ring Crouds around, 
Thus ſpoke his Paſſion, and declar'd his Wound. 
O'er Sparta, fam'd for Beauties, did I rove, 

Yet ſill, *till now, I was untouch't with Love. 


LY” E Like 
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Like Hero neer did any Chariner Shine, 
Never did Mortal ſeem before Divine, 
The Graces only are at Yenuc ſhrine, 


In her alone doall perfetions meet, 

So wond?rous awful, and ſo wond'rons Sweet ! 

Long have I gaz'd, yet wiſh to gaze again, 

At once delighted, yet at once In pain, 

On her I look, and 'tis with Raptures ſill, 
The Sight of her, like Heav*®n, Allures my will, 
Oh 7 I could Smile, and thouſand Tortures dare, 

Could'! at laſt enjoy this Congqu"ring Fair. 

in Hevo's Arms let me in tranſport lie, 

And then good Gods ! I ſhall all hs >fie, 

Give me but her, and [ ſhall never "die. 

Would the but favour my Ambitious Flame, 

1 were exalted from it now i am. 

Bad I but her ſafe at.my own abode, 

T rzovig got loſe her to be made a God. 

Not. to be Tove would 1 my Joys Forego, 

But here poſſeſs a real Heaven below. | 
But you, bright Maid, do not my ſuff rings ſee, 
Oh ! You are n&er to be enjoy'd by me. 


Sore Mos -12ngrouth with more prevailingCharms, 
Minit prets thee melting in his raviſh'd, Arms. 


' Some 


Hero, Prieſteſs of Vents. -9 


Some Happy Swain, who ſhall,.deſcrving provye,, - 
Of all thy Beauties, and of all thy Love. 
Grant: me, O Venus, , this io all my pray'r, 4 < 
Since of thy Sacred Prieſteſs I Deſpair. P27 Bing 
Grant me ſore other Fair one to prefer, | 
Some Loving Nymph that may reſemble her. 
Thus ſpoke: theYouth, thus made hisPaſſion known, 
And ſtirr'd newFlames,while he reveal'd his own, | 
For ev'ry hearer was his Rival grown.” ' : /(- | 
And now ſome other,who'a Wound ſuſtain'd, | | 
Thought to declare the Conqueſt ſhe had gain'd. il 
In doubts, and fears the Youth had ſtrugled Jong, | 
But had not Courage to unlock his Fongne. 4 4 | 
Cloſe in the Crowd his fond deſires he bore, © | 
And hidden Fires rage ever more, and more. 

At laſt, Zeander did the Virgin ſee, ; 
None Lovelier there, none Loving more than he. 
Ofc had he heard of Am'rons griefs and pair, 19! 
As oft been told of Woman's coy diſdain:  * 
He therefore Vow'd, he would not only fee!-'- 
His racking Pangs, and his Tormenting il, _ 
Vow'd, he wovld boldy urge his ſuff®ring: 
He would not fondly, and in fi ilence be. 


Yor hunt ne oor pI > rl 
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| Like ſimple Swains, who haughty Nymphs adore, 
Content with that, and never ſue for more. | 
He, with ſoft Murmurs, and ſubmiſſive Sighs, 
Would tell her where ber greateſt Conqueſt lies, 
And ſhew the ſpoils of her Victorious Eyes. 
Declare the wounds, which with her looks were made, 
Thoſe Wounds, which ſhe, and only ſhe mult aid, 
Bravely the Youth with ſuch reſolves was filPd, 

But Oh ! How little are true:Lovers $kilPd ! 

One Glance: from her;wauld: his late Thoughts 
Turn his weak, ſickly reſolutions round,(confound, 
And caſt his Eyes all baſhful on the ground, 

In hopes, and doubts the Anxious Youth remains, 
In pleaſing Joys, yet in perplexing pains. 

Unuſual Sym ptoms in his Face appear, . 

Of new diſorders, and of growing fear. 


Shame, and amaze do there confus'dly move, 


The ſure EffeQts of that ſtrong Poyſon, Love. 

Now Dark, fad Thoyghts obſcure his Cloudy Mind, 
No Glimpſe of Joy can any entrance find. 

In hideous forms they lie revolving there, 

Dreadful they ſeem, and he grows all deſpair, 
Then, in his Breaſt feels Infant light begin 

To caſt bright rays, and cheriſh all within, 

T hen 


Then, glorious Images of Bliſs he frames, 


" And Swims'to Heav'n in fancy's Golden dreams: 


WWHLKS 
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Vaſt Floods of pleaſures in Immortal ſtreams,” '-- 


Raviſh'd all o'er. with the Tradſporting tides, 
On Tow'ring Seas of Extaſies he rides. | 

In ev*ry Vein-a Liquid Fire dves'Glow, * 

And ſwift deſires'in mifhty Torrents'flow.” © / 
Now, with a-ſceming bollniefs" does be preſs, 
To eaſe hibGritfs, and make His ſaff" rings leſs.  - 
Thro* Crowds of gazing Rivals he appears, 

But as he comes to Hero's ſight, he fears." 

With looks aftoniſhd, and with folded Arms; 
He views his Miſtreſs in her ſhining Charms, 

She ſees him too, and as ſhe ſees, ſhe warms. ' 
With wiſhing' Glances, and with longing Sighs, 


He meets the glories of her Conqu'ring Eyes ; : 


Perceivesthem darting wand'ringBeams that way, 
Gliding by him did their ſwift Sun-ſhine play, i 
As if they wiſh'd, but were afraid to ſtay. 

He, all the while, ſtands filenf on the place," 

And Feaſts his Eyes all o'er her Beauteohs Face. 5 
Sometimes, themſelves they would in pain withdraw. 
For Oh ! he fear'd leaſt ſhe ſhould know he ſaw. 


Yet 


— 
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| Yer he Jooks on al ravidhd with the view,(purſue, 

| Freſh Thoughts, freſh Doubts , and freſh Deſires 
He's more 5inflam'd, and then be Sighs anew. 

Now the Glad: Maid Zeender's ſuff” rings ſees, 

And all his Torments do the Virgin pleaſe. 

A ſecret Joy the Charming Tyrant:moves, 

. She Veils her Beauties,” Since ſhe knows he Loves. 

For what ſtrange ends are:Souls of Women made! | 

They grieve for Lovers in Romances dead. ; 

But a true Paſſion, and a real pain, | 

Mects only coldnefs, and their harſh diſdain 

No more, that Female ſoftneſs will they ſhow, 

Their ſearnful Eyes enjoy the killing woe. 

Fhey a are all moy'd, when, painted Flames they ſee, 

Yet burning Lovers. ſhall uopity*d be. 

This Charming Fair, howeer, her Mind betray'd, 

Leander found vaſt kindneſs from the Maid. 

Swift, tow'rds him oft a wand'ring Glance ſhe ſent» 

A miglity gain, ' tho' but a Moment lent. 

Then, on A fuddain, ſmatch'd. her Eyes away, 

Ah! Too, too modeſt, for they wiſh'd to ſtay. 

Such cruel kindneſs do the Skies allow, 


Which Lighten' d lately, and grow Darker now. 


Yet 


my 
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Yet the fond Youth conceives an inward bliſs, © 
And hopes her Fires will riſe, ſublime as his.” / 
Now, as he wild, the Grateful Ev'ning. came, 
And he refolv'd:he would reveal his Flame. - 
The ſcatter'd Crowds to their abodes repair, 
And leave the Virgin, and her Lover there. 
All Yenus off rings, and her Feaſts were done, 
And he beholds his Goddeſs left alone. 
The growing Darkneſs does his Courage aid, 
And now he ventures to addreſs the Maid ; 
Firſt, bowing low, ſubmiſlively he ſtands, 
Then look'd, and ſigh'd, and gently preſt her hands. 
She at the firſt, diſſembled all her Mind, 

orc'd to grow Angry, leaſt ſhe ſhould grow kind. 
She made no Anſwer, but in ſcorn ſhe flew, 
And from his hold her Lovely Hands non 


Yet look'd ſo fond, ſhe made him hope anew. 
With Loving Eyes ſhe did invite his ſtay, 


And all Reſentments, which were feign'd, betray. 


To the glad Youth her way'ring Thoughts were 
As well he knew them, as he knew his own. (known. 
Half frowning now, ſhe all her weakneſs ſhows, 


For now ſhe (miles, and morg Serene ſhe grows. 


The 
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The Tortur'd Lover all Deſpair appears, 

Dejeted ſeems, and ſheds unmanly Tears, 

No wonder Waters.of ſuch fort diſtil,  -* 

When raging Fires his Breaſt with burnings fill.” 

Fondly again he does approach his Fair, F 

Wirth hated force both to himſelf, * and her. 

Seizes her Hand with a more eager preſs, 17 

And now Conduds her to a cloſe receſs. 

The trembling Virgin ſcem'd, at firſt, affraid, 

And an unwilling,: Faint reſiſtance made, 

She ſeem'd to check him, nor was ſilent long, 

And ask'd him why he offer'd ſuch a wrong. 

Pray'd him defiſt, and give his rudeneſs o're, 

Strugling with him, but with ber ſelf much more. 

How, Sir, ſhe cry'd, can you ſuch boldneſs ſhow, 

Is this your Paſſion, this the Love you owe ? 

How do you dare: to uſe'a Virgin ſo ? 

A ſpotleſs Maid ſhould not be thus purſu'd, 

But with pure Words, and awful Homage woo'd. 

Be gone, reply not, but from hence repair, 

All-your raſh AQs, and looſe deſires forbear, 

Such Crimes my Kinſmmen aretoo Juſt to ſpare. 

I thought my Office, and my Goddeſs Shrine 
Might have deterr*d you from your foul deſign. 

But 
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But if you ill ſhould urg* your Paſſion on, 

I ſhall ſ6riek out, and joree'you to be gone; 

Such Words as theſe did not Leander move,: 

He hopes ſuch threats are the effeQs of Love. 

Maids are like Soldiers in beleaguer'd Towns, 

With Warlike Pomp they ſhow their Bulwark'd 
(grounds. 

They ſound -teir Trampleticind they beat theDrum, 

And to the Ramparts all their forces come. 


Fiercely they Fire on the prevailing Field, 

But if they find this fail them, then they yield. 

The Lover now did all his Loves unfold, 

Fond were his Thovghts, which he as fondly told. 

A thouſand things he ſpoke to move his Fair, 

With pleaſing Voice, and with a taking air. 

Deeply he ſigh*d, and by the Gods he Swore, 

By all the Gods that he did &er adore, 

He Worſkip'd them, but her he .Worſhip'd more- 
In Words like theſe, he did his griefs explain, 
With wiſhing looks told all his Anxious pain, « 
He Vow'd, and figh'd, and then he gaz'd again. g 
Goddeſs, he ſays (for thou art ſure Divine) 
No Mortal e'er had any Charms like thine, 


Forgive 
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Forgive thisPaſſion, which your Beauty moves, 
For none can ſee you, but of force, he Loves. 
And if you would not be reputed dear, 
Your only way is, you muſt ne'er appear. 
Whate'er my Altions, and my Geſtures be, 
They all are causd by my deſires for thee. 
If, I have err'd, from you my error ſprung, 
Zou guide myHeart,as myHeart guides my Tongue. 
And fare your goodneſs will not Vengeance ſhow, 
And Damn the Sinner, when you made him fo, 
Your Office too in my behalf I move, + 
Vho are the Prieſteſs to the Queen of Love. 
You cannot Duty to your Goddeſs pay, 
Nor, while a Virgin, her Commands obey. 
Prieſteſs, and Maid, a Contradiction canſe, 
Youare not her's, till yon perform her Laws, 
If you for Yenus any honour have, 
You ſhew it moſt, when you admit a Slave, 
For your own ſake, I beg a ſoft return, 


——— 


You may provoke her with a further ſcorn. 

Fzir Atalanta was unkind, like you, 

<e {till deny'd to hear. her Lovers ſue, 

But the Juſ: Goddeſs, for her havghty Pride; 

Took tvll Revenge for all the Youths that dy'd. 
Pity 
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Pity 1 me, Hero, nor my Flames deſpiſe, 
Flames, that were kindled at your Radiant Eyes. 4 
So high they blaze, with ſuch a pure deſire, | 
Brightly they ſhine, as Elemental Fire. 


By Nature always do they upwards move, 

A Juſt excuſe for my Ambitious Love; 

Beneath the-Concave of the Mo--n they lie, 

But. mine, more, bold, diſdain the lower Sky, ; 
To you,my Sun;from whence they came, they fly.. 
Still Tow'ring up, they ſomewhat great purſye, 
And aim at. nothing leſs than, Heav'n,, or Jou, 
Hot,, Fiery bolts-will by the Gods bs hurl'd, 
And wong/rous;burgjng wil canſume. the world, 
At that dread; -time,. when all. the Seas ſhall roar, | 
With ſcorchtngs,louder than with Winds before. in 
Ev'n then, my Fair, the Earth mare eaſe ſhall find, 


FO 3 ' 


Than there 1s now ini\my Tormented Mind, 
Believe me, Gharmer, by your -ſelt 1 okay 
You fill my Mind, and you are all my care. 
While Life ſhall laſt, while 1, haye any Pow'rs, 
Your true Adorer ſhall be always yours. 
Honours, nor Empires, | nor the Joys above, | 
Shall thy dear Image from my Breaſt remove, | 'F 
The higheſt bliſs that is in Heay'n is Love, gd 
-þ L, Far 
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For thee, my Paſſion is exceſlive great, 

I ſuffer more than Man cer ſuffer'd yet. 

I love you, Falireft Maid, to that degree, 

I cannot live, unleſs poſleſs't of thee. 

This, and much more in pleaſing Terms he ſpoke; 
And all the Virgins reſolutions broke, k 
With baſhful Eyes, fixt on the Earth, the ſtands; 
And now, uncheck'd, fhe lets him Graſp her hands. 
Fis eager preſles run thro' every Vein, 

Which ſhe almoſt wiſh'd to return again. 

A conſcious Bluſh her Beauteovs Face oer-ſpread, 


| Which ſhew'd her Coynefs, and her ſcorn were fled. 


Whire Flags hang out, when Warlike places yield, 
But 'tis the Red ſurrenders Beauty*s Field. h 
Leander's Words poſſeſs her raviſh'd Ears, 
Andevery accent all anew ſhe hears. 

Charm'd with his Voice, and it's bewitching ſound, 
Each Word he ſpeaks does all her ſenſes Wound. 
Soft, plealing pains, and gentle heat ſhe feels, 
They fill her Breaſt, and ſhe perceives their ills. 
Her vertue now, that Frozen Snake, does move, 
Warm'd by the Fires of anew glowing Love. 


| Her fonder Paſſions, and her doubts engage, 


Confus'dly met in an Inteſtine rage. 


Jy 
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Her Hopes, and Fears, her Thonghts, and Wikies 
And fiercely ſtrive in an uncertain War. _ (Jar, 
By diffrent guſts of an unſetled Mind, 

Like a Poor Ship toſt by each threatning Wind, 
Now to this point, and now £o that inclin'd. 

By each Tempeſtuous blaſt ſhe's wildly toſk, 

Daſht by each Ware, and in an Ocean loſt. 

One while, ſhe thinks of Honour, and of Fame, 
And the Priz'd bleſling of a ſpotleſs Name. 


| Then, ſhe contemns what ſhe before defir'd, 
For the Sweet Youth again the Virgin Fir'd, 


She ſaw his ſhape, and as ſhe ſaw admir'd ; 

Was with his Geſtures, and behaviour mav'd, 

And pity'd kindly, and now kindly Lov'd. 

Her pain renews, and every Glance he gives, 
Avgments his own, and her dear Flames revives; 
Each ſigh Exaſperates her fond deſire, 

Whiſpers ſoft Thoughts, and Fans the raging Fire, 
Thus, Love and Vertue did divide the Maid, 


He ſaw the War, and for the Conqueſt pray'd. 


While now all baſhful, and in ſtrange ſurprize, 

Faſt on the ground ſhe caſt her wiſhing Eyes. 

His in vaſt tranſport, wond'rous pleaſures telt, 

For, on her Neck, her Beautcous Neck they dwelt. 
L 2 | Theft 
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Them the bleſt Epiclireshad Richer Feaſts, 

They ſaw the ri ings of her ſwelling Breaſts. 
Seated, like Gods, , Þpon. thoſe Snowy Hills, 

Jbey £ ſport, and play, : at their own wanton Wills, 
And every. look the raviſh'd Lover Kills. 

Fhey Swim in Pleaſures, which in Torrents run, 
But ah ! How foon i is the ſhort Ever gone ! ! 


The Virgin's Love all further bars denies, 
Soft, fopd Emotions had 0 *ercome the Maid, 
A ſweet Confuſion o'er her Face was ſpread, - 
And all'in Bluſhes theſe kind Words ſhe ſaid. 
Who, ah! who ravght you this great. $kill i in Love? 
Such Clarins: as theſe the very Rocks might move, 
The coldeſt Rocks, daſht by the roaring Seas, 

Might fure be warm'd » with ſuch bright Flames as 
Such cunning Azts,and taking ways you ſhow.(theſe. 
Too well, I fear, how to deceive you know. 

You are a ſtranger, and are learnt to cheat, 

And now would Praftiſe but ſome new deceit, _ 
Alas ! (and then ſhe bluſh'd) why came you here ? 
I cannot Love, and you are loſt, —1I fear. 

Would you had never ſeen me, O ye Power's ! 
Not ſeen my Face, nor I have look'd on yours. | 

| Suppoſe, 
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Suppoſe, Sweet Youth, I ſhould return your- Flame, 
I muſt be ill the fame, as now I am. 
My Parents will not grant that I ſhould wed,” 
And ſo you never can enjoy my Bed. my 
And ſecret Pleaſures I will neer allow, 

Againſt ſtoPn Joys I made a ſolemn Vow. 

And ſhould I grant them, it would ſoon be: known 
In every Village, and Cenſorious Town. | 

Tho? Fame flies ſwifter than the Eaſtern Wind, 
She leaves no ſtory, no report behind. 

But gathers ſomething, whereſo'er ſhe goes, 

And oft tells more, than what ſhe Jultly knows. 
Howe'er, your Name, and your abcde declare, | 
Tho? not ſoft Paſſion, I can Pity bear, 

In yonder Tow'r, with my old Maid I lie, 

None elſe inhabit there but ſhe, and I. 

The Foaming Waves beneath its ramparts flow, 


They are the only Viſitants we\know. 


The Whiſtling Winds do with the Waters Jar, 
And with loud noiſe Proclaim a dreadful War. 
No Nymphs,.,or Youths do to our Borders come, 
We live all Friendleſs, ang alone at home, 
No ſound of Muſick does my flumbers break, 
The roaring Billows all my Muſick make. - 
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No People Travel our deſerted ways, 

. No Neighbours near us, but the Neighbouring Seas. 

- Thus when ſhe ſaid, the Maid again withdrew, 

And hid her Face from her Leander's view, 

Which now with Bluſhes was o'erſpread anew. 

She thinks ſhe too much fondnefs has expreſt, 

And fears her Language has her Flames confeſt, 

For, much ſhe told her ſelf, and Blufhes told the 
| | + reſt. 

Each Word ſhe ſpoke her tender Lover mov'd, 

Her every look declar'd how well ſhe Lov'd. 

And now the raviſh'd Youth, with longing Eyes, 

By flow degrees, Charms ſtill, and thus replies. 

Thus, with Attractive Mien, his ſilence broke, 

And, humbly bowing, Ianguiſl'd, as he ſpoke. 

Shall Airy nothings our Delights o'erthrow, 

Without the forces of a real Foe ? 

Let Fame, and Honour unregarded be, 

Thoſe Shaddows never ſhould diſcourage me, 

Whawith my Flames dare venture thro' the Sea. 

Not Heaven's bright Flaſhes o'er the Waves ſhall fly, 

With greater ſafety, or more ſwift than T. 

Tho” big with dangers every Billow ſwell, 

And tumble down to a low depth, like hell, 


Tho? 
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Tho? the whole Ocean with loud tempeſts roar, 
And Barks lie ſcatter'd on the foamy ſhore, 

1 neer ſhall meet with any dreadful harms, 
Steering my Courſe to thoſe Lov'd, happy Arms. 
The hardſhip only will encreaſe the bliis, 

(If ought encreaſes what Immortal is.) 

I would ſcorn Joys got in the common road, 

For thee, my Heay'n, I would outdare a God. 
Yes, every Night, I will Abydes leave, 

And all the Terrours of the Ocean brave, 
Outface each Wind, and every faithleſs Wave. 
But this (O Life of Love !) you needs muſt grant; 
(For 'tis a kindneſs I ſhall greatly want.) 
Let a bright Torch ſhine from your Tow'r afar, 
While I, Love's bark, make that my guiding Star. | 
For you, my Fair, the Helleſpont I'll Plow, 

With his own Arms ſhall your bold Laver Row. 
For you I burn with ſuch a fierce deſire, - 

That I would ſwim to thee thro” Seas of Fire. 

I need not beg you of the ſtorms beware, 

For, if you Love, you will extreamly fear, 

And who, Ah! who would loſe the bleſſing near! 
Now,deareſt Maid,fince you my Name would know, 
It is Leander that adaxes you ſo. | 
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Theſe, and ten Thouſand other things he ſaid, 
Soft moving things, which melted down the Maid. 


»Till Herv's Flames to ſuch a height were grown, 
She ſays alas ! She is no more her own. 
In conſcious Blaſhes her conſent appears, 


In riſing ſizhs, and in new falling Tears. 

Whilſt the fond Youth drank up the trickling dew, 
To all her Conquelts ſtill ſhe added new. 

Cloſe to her glowing Checks tis own he preſt, 
How happy.then, how greatly was he bleſt ! 

Che tells him now, ſhe will a Torch prepare, 

And Crys, dear Youth, ah ! Deareſt Youth, beware. 
Not her own Life will ſhe more ſafely guard, 

For Oh! Her Life is not to his prefer'd. 

With taking fondneſs, and in ſofteſt ways, 

The Lovers la2gnifh, and each other pleaſe. 


To him her grant &Qid riſing Joys afford, 

He Ki$'d, and opt her at each broken Word, 
In tender Marmurs he declar'd his bliſs. 

While taeir Souls met, at every cager Kiſs. 
Ten thouſand now o'er all her Face he ſpread, 
He RiS'd, and Mark't her, with his Kiſſes, red. 
Wirth willing Lips ſhe the Embrace. allows, 
And ravilht, te grqys laviſh of his Yows, 


Ofr 
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w_ by the Seaz mbich he muſt tryſt, he Shore, 
Oft by the Goddeſs, whom the Ocean bore; - 7 i,Y 
And wiſh'd, if falſe, hemight not reach the ſhore. . 
Without. repulſe, he would'enjoy the Maid, 
But with endearments ſhe his ſuit declay'd.. 
With interfering Kiſſes, which ſhe gave, ©” -- | 


_ His blifs' was fuch, he conld-no greater crave” 
Such are the taking ways, which Women ſhew; 
They make their Charming*fondneſs always new, | 
And that,which raiſes, can appeaſe us too. 
With cunning Arts,our ful-ſpread Fires they blow, 
We inward burn, and a pure brightneſs ſhow. 

His high deſires could not have'cer been born, 
Had ſhe repay'd them with a killing ſcorn. 


Such rigid coldneſs would inrage him moſt, 

We feel worſt ſcorchings in- the litrdeſt Froſt. 

But ſhe, kind Beauty ! Made a fit return, 

And with like Paſſion, as himſelf, did burn. 
Whene'er the Youth her hand with preſſes warm'd, 
She grew all raviſh'd, all o'er-joy'd, and Charm d. 
Vaſt were Pleaſures, nor<could his be leſs, 


She gave him Kiſs for Ki, arid-preſs for preſs. 
Thus took they earneſt of the wiſh'd delight, * - 
Which the defer'd, till the next happy Night. * 
To 
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Theſe, and ten Thouſand other things he ſaid, 
Soft moving things, which mel;ed down the Maid. 
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>Till Herv's Flames to ſuch a height were grown, 
She ſays alas / She is no more her own. 


In conſcious Blaſhes her conſent appears, 


In riſing ſizhs, and in new falling Tears. 
Whilſt the fond Youth drank vp the trickling dew, 
To all her Conquelts ſt11l ſhe added new. 
Cloſe to her glowing Checks kis own he preſt, 
How happy then, how greatly was he bleſt ! 
Che tells him now, ſhe will a Torch prepare, 
And Crys, dear Youth, ah ! Deareſt Youth, beware. 
Not her own Life will ſhe more ſafely guard, 
For Oh ! Her Life is not to his prefer'd. 
With taking fondneſs, and in ſofteſt ways, 
The Lovers languith, and each other pleaſe. 
To him her grant did riſing Joys afford, 
le Ki$S'd, and ſtopt her at each broken Word. 
In tender Murmurs he declar'd his bliſs. 


While taeir Souls met, at every cager Kiſs. 
Ten thouſand now o'er all her Face. he i pread, 
He RiS'd, and Mark't her, with his Kiſſes, red. 
Wirh willing Lips ſhe the Embrace: allows, 
And ravilſht, le grqys laviſh of his Yows, 
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of: 1 by the Sed; which he miſt tryſt, PS 
Oft by the Goddeſs, whom the Ocean bore;-'" /* 
And wiſh'd, if falſe,he might not reach the ſhore, . 
Without. repulſe, he would enjoy the Maid, - 

But with endearments ſhe his ſuit declay'd. 

With interfering Kiſſes, which ſhe gave, "+ 


_ His blifs was fuch, he conld.no greater crave! 
Such are the taking ways, which Women ſhew; 
They make their Charminf*fondneſs always new, | 
| And that,which raiſes, can appeaſe us too. 

With cunning Arts,our ful-ſpread Fires they blow, 
We inward burn, and a pure brightneſs ſhow. 

His high deſires could not have'cer been born, 
Had ſhe repay'd them with a killing ſcorn. 

Such rigid coldneſs would inrage him moſt, 

We feel worſt ſcorchings in- the litrdeſt Froſt. 

But ſhe, kind Beanty ! Made a fit return, 

And with like Paſſion, as himſelf, did burn. 
Whence'er the Youth her hand with preſſes warm'd, | 
She grew all raviſh'd, all o'er-joy'd, and Charm! d. 
Vaſt were Pleaſures, nor<could his be leſs, * 

She gave him Kiſs for Kiſs, -atid-preſs for preſs. 
Thus took they earneſt of the wiſh'd delight,” © 
Which the defer'd, till the next happy Night. ; 
ES: 
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Often they figh'd, add many Jooks they caſt, 

Fach one of which they did deſign their laſt. 
'Another {till did the fond Lovers crave, 

Another yet, and yet anather laſt they gave. 
Gazing he went, and took a diſtant view, 

Then ſtepping ſhort, look'd back, and gaz'd anew. 
Till in fond wand'rings from her ſight he ſtray'd, 
Then, in Idea he beheld the Maid. 

Frequent remarks he on the ways did make, 

Lealt the next Night he ſhould the road miſtake. 
And now on Board, he ſaw the Ative Oars 

Plow the rough deep, as they remoy'd the ſhores, 
[That tedious Night he at Abydos lies, 

And fancies Hero ſtill before his Eyes, 

In broken flumbers now he Claſps his Fair, 

In Dreams he Courts her, and Embraces there. 
Thus the Night flies, on flow-Wing'd Clouds away, 
But oft he curſes the long, ling'ring Day. 

The Sha ſtands ſtill to him, nor does he know, 
How to divert himſelf, -or where to go. | 

With folded Arms, he wanders up and down, | 
Theo, , finds Acquaintance in his Native Town. 

He, thoughtful ſtill, no talk to Friends affords, 
And hears, unnotic'd, all their Pleaſant Words. 

| Whatc'er 
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Whatc'er he did, or whatſoe'er tic faid, 

His Mind ſtill ran ppon the Charming Maid. 

But now the Night it's uſual Darkneſs ſpreads, 
O'er all the Seas, and o'er the flow'ry Meads. 
Each Breaſt it did with Pleaſing Calmneſs fill, 
Which was a ſtranger to Leander ſtill, 

And now he Walks, upon the ſtormy ſhore, 
Slights all the Billows, when he hears them-roar, 
Impatent grown, and longs to venture o'er, 


Fancies, he now has ſtemm'd the furious tide, 
And is already at the farther ſide. Es 
Fancies, his Hero on the Strands appears, 
Conceives, the Marks her tender Paſſion wears, 
And meets her ſmiling, yet all o'er in Fears. 
Again he doubts ſhe may be grownunkind, 
Or fears to truſt him to the Faithleſs Wind. 
A thouſand wild ConjeQures does he make, 
And ſtill the old one, for ſome new, forſake. 
But now the Maid, who could not brook delay, 
Lights the bright guide, to call her Love away. 
Now, to the Tow'r his longing Eyes he caſt, 
And ſees the Torch, his Nuptial Star, at laſt. 
To him, it ſeems Juſt from the Seas to riſe, 


Appearing fixt in the far diſtant Skies, 
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The grateful obje& did new Thoughts Create, 
And Planet like,” as well as light,” thot heat. 

It mad&his Extafie of pain the more, 

And now, his Veins'in boiling ragetfun o'er. 

In other things, whatever Stars may do, 

The Stars of Love, *tis ſure, vaſt Pow'r can ſhew: 
Howe'er, concern'd, the roaring Waves he hears, 
The winds raiſe then, arid withthem, riſe his fears, 
And each ſunk Sea, like a deep grave appears. 
Between two'iills did the fond Lover move, 


The Ocean's ſtorms, and the worſe ſtorms of Love. 
Which ſhall he choſe, of theſe two ſad extreams, 
To die by:Waters, or to die by Flames ? 


Flames, which the fory of the Floods ſurvive, 


The Floods but ſerv'd to. keep the Flames alive, 
He calls on Venus, and repeats her Name, 


Venus, he knew, from the rough Ocean came ; 
Venus, the Goddeſs who had heard his Vow, 

To her heprays, and hegs her ſuccour now. 
Then, bravely Naked, he the Waves divides, 
With Manly force, ſtemms the oppoſing tides, 
And in proud State, like aSea-God he rides. 

His Arms his Oars, he-Plow'd the ſwelling Flood, 


While his dear Hero on the Turret ſtood, : 
; The 


Eng 
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[Toft with her doubts,and tremblimg with.her fears, 
His mighty toil but ſmall to her's appears, ;, 
She watch'd | the Wind, apd i Its inconſtant blaſts... 
And her rich Robe round the 'brightTorch ſhe. calts. 
HerRobo,w hich like : ſomeBgap teousStreamer flew,” 
AndBora ont from her,with eachWind that,blew, 
Flutter'd, and, ſeem'd, as,it.was trembling. too... 
Now the glad Youth bad reach'd; the Seſtian Coaſt; - 
While the fond Virgin in her. Thoughts was loft; 
But ſoon ſhe ſees him on the nearer ſhore, 
She haſts, and meets, and bids him. welcome ger, 
And round him caſts the Mantle which ſhe Wore. 
Now, now ſhe claſps him,and gijh] kind Er y 
She ſpreads warm Kiſſes o'er his s watry Face, . 
And brings new Vigour, and new heat apace. "WY 
While the cold Youth ſtood wet,and ſhiv"ring, there, 
The trickling drops fell from his flowing Hair. 
Strait, was he thence to her.own Chamber ,brovght, 
Furniſd with Works; which; her fair ;hands;had 
(wrought. 
Ihe there En ſweet Eſſences, and Oyls, 
Fit to refreſh him, after all his. Toils. , 
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Scarce yet recover'd, on the Bed he's lay'd, 
'And his ſtrong Limbs ſurpriz'd the ORR 
Which ſhe with ſilent, eager Joy ſurvey'd. 
Then, all deſire, into his Arms ſhe flew, 

'And did ten Thouſand Marks of kindneſs ſhew, 

In fuch fond ways as made him wiſh anew. 


With taking Aiv ſhe did beſide him lie, _ 


WhileWords,like theſe, ffom her dearLips did fly; 
Life's Death without thee, with thee, Life to die, 
For me, my Love, what wonders have you done ! 
Tnto what Deaths, what Dangers have you run ! 
Had you been loſt, 1 too had been undone. 

To ſuch vaſt heights noFlames,but yours,er flew, 
None, none alive ſo nobly dar'd as you, 

A Love, as boundleſs as the Seas, you ſhew. 
Repoſe, dear Youth, 'your weary'd Spirits here, 
Upon theſe Breaſts, if any Charms they bear. 
Theſe Breaſts, —which ſoon as ſhe had ſweetly ſaid, 
-With a cloſe Kiſs her further ſpeech he ſtay'd. 
Thus flows the deareſt, ſofteſt Night away, 
In.cloſe enjoyments, and in wanton play, 

While ſhe ſays fondly he ſhall ever ſtay. 

Sporting they lie, and look, and ſigh a while, 
- Then ſnatch a kiſs, and at each other ſmile, 


Hero, Priefte/s of Venus. 31. 
No dull, untimely Mirth, -or ſolemn State, 
Or dance; or Maſick, or their Noptidle wait: 
No Barb'rous Fool tells bert his loathfom Jeſts; 
Such as are uſual at the Martidge Feaſts. (ih 
Nor, while the Bride by het delr Lover $ghs; 
' Impertinently vex her, where ſhe lies. _' -: * 
No glaring Torches here deſtroy the Night, 
But a ſtill Larhp affords a glimorring light. 
Theſe ſtealths were ſeen but by the Stars alone; 
- The haſty Sun ſtill found Leauier gone. 
He, with regret does from his Hero go, 
How dreadful then do all the'Surges ſhow ! 
When her dear Arms maſt now no longer pleaſe, 
Still with bis own he ſeems to-climb the Seas. ' 
By day, ſhe always led a Virgin's Life, | 
And was, by Night, more bleſt than any Wife. 
So oft Leander did the Ocean Plow, 
That he-was known to every Dolphin now.” © ; 
Thus they a while with fecret Joys were Crown'd, 
With all the Joys ſucceſsful Love er found. | 
The changing Moon a waining  viſige-wore, 
Yet found them conſtant,and theirFlames ſtill more” 
The flowing tides, which ſwell'd the riſing Main, 
Embrac'd thoſe Strands, which they forſook again. 
4 - * But 
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But {till no;Ebb-was'in their'Paſſion known, . 
The Sea of, Love was till the greater grown; 
But Oh-!: How'faithleG Fortutids gifts appear !. - * 
He's raſhly fond, who-values bleſſings here: 

Now Winter baſte#-qod dreadful Tempeſts brings, 
And raging Storins/on-it's fierce, Windy Wings, 
Impetuoug blaſts o'er-all-the-Gurges Reign, i 

And wondrgyus-ontrages infeſt the-Main;;} :': 

(The Lovers wiſh for #alcyo Days in wains) 
On the cold. ſhores the $8a-men trembling ſtand, i 
And ſcarce believe they are ſecure, /arJand. p 

But Oh ! no danger: Hoes Leander Mind, -:: 

Love on this ſcore'may well be counted blind: 

No Jarring Seas or Winds his Soul'can move, 

Their diſcord ſeems hut Harmony for Love. 

His fierce deſire does-bhchis Mind-iampoſt, - 

And neerer much the fatsl\Turret ſhows... -.- 

He ſees the-Torch, and.he.muſt haſt away,...: . 
Tho! the loud blaſts ſeem'd to Commands his ſtay, 

In ſpight of Storms, .in ſpight of Winds, ,and, Rain, 

He forces Waves, - which daſh him back, again. 

Ofr, tho? repuls'd, with all his utmoſt; Pow!rs, 

He cuts this Billow, .and. o'er that he, Tow'rs. ,, . 
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Hero, methinks;ſhould grant fome reſpit now, 

- And tedious abſence for a while allow, 

, The temptingTorch ſhould have more catttions been; 
When/not one Star dare in the Heay*ns be ſeen, / 

It's tender Miſtreſs did no danger know, 

For her hard fate alas ! had order'd fo. 

The gloomy Night a double darkneſs fpread, 

As if it Monrn'd the black Decrets were made; 

Yet off the light'nings in ſwift FlaſhesHew; 
Which did the horrors of the Night renew. 

While Peals of rowling thunder loudly roar, 

And the big Ocean ſeem'd to thunder more. 
Btaving Heaven's threats, the breaking Billows fy; 
Like daſhing Glouds,when Bolts have ſhook the Sky: 
While the fterce Winds, and the rough Surges Jat, 
Threat'ning deſtruQion with their dreadfol War. 
The Poor Leander now, all hopeleſs, ftroye, 

To make the Seſtian ſhore; and teach his Love. 
Here, ſwelling Seas, like mighty Monntains, ſhow, 
There, Vallies Gape, deep, wondrous deep below. 
His frequent Pray'rs the Youth direQs, in vain, , 
To all the Pow'rs preſiding o'er the Main. 
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, In raip, to Yexus, oft in vainhe prays, 

Venus, much deafer than her Mother Seas. ; 
In ſuch diſtreſs what could complaints perform ? 
They ſerv'd alas ! But to encreaſc the ſtorm. 
Yet, the rough Boreas he did moſt aſſwage, 
Orythia nam'd, he could rio longer rage. 
The ſtubb'orn Wind did mild, and gentle grow; 
And but in'Mormurs, and in fighs could blow. 
But now the Youth, while ftrugling with the tide, 
Fails of his ſtrength, nor can the Wayes divide. | 
He breaks the Seas no more with Manly toil, 
In Triumph, down they bear their wretched ſpoil. 
The Tempeſt ſtill-grows louder ia the Sky, 
While the toſt Floods with angry Pride runhigh. 
And now, a blaſt, an envious blaſt takes flight, 
Prevailing {till on the well guarded Light. 
The ſtorm's loud Malice, with ſuccefs it Crowns, & 
The Torch goes out, and now Leander Drowns. ' | 
Daſh'd with the Ocean's rude inſulting ſtreams, 
Which fill his Throat, as he his Hero Names. 
She, all the While, dreads his unuſual ſtay, 
Reſtleſs, and lift ning, as awake ſhe lay. 
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In vain, to Neptune, whom the Flood obeys F g 
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_- | Shews him all wet, and ſhiv'ring iti the Room. 
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| Ofiker Wil fur is real Dangers how, 


Then, fie hopes fondly they are all. untrue, | 

A fair pretence does oft our ſenſe deceive, ts 
For, whit we with, we cat with.caſc vlove”” 

She thinks "that then he would nor ventare o'er; 


For new delights, and Joys qpkgows before. 
But ſoon ſhe Starts, while herThoughts ſtrangely rove; 


- And riſing cries, then are you come, my Love ? 


But diſappointed, flie more fearful grew, 
And fancy'd diſmal, hideous things anew : 
What cannot fancy, help'd by. Darkneſs, .do'! F6* 


Her Sickly Mind ſhews her Leander come, 


Dropping; and Pale, he ſtands beſide her Bed; 


__ With folded Arins, and withdejeftedHead ; 


ToTempt him ill with-T houſdnd Charms ſhe tries; 


The pleaſing Image her Embraces flies: 


She, ſtill perplext ſuch by deluſions, lay, 


Till the approach of the ſad, conſcious Day. 
Mournful ſhe roſe, and Clouded as the Skies, 

And views the dreadful Se,” with Cautious Eyes. 
While her fond fancy, to divert bÞ fear, 

Shews hum now wand'ring thereznow wand'ring hers 
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But ah! no more it can ſuch viſions ſhew,. 

It brings falſe things, but never hides the truc; 
The bruis'd, torn Body ſhe beholds at laſt, 
Which,fome kindWave beneath the Tower had caſt. 
The killing objeft was too quickly known, - | 
And with'a ſudden 1% Wah ſhe leapt all headlong 
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TO THE 
| Right Honourable 
| THR- 


- Lady Olympia Roberts. 


MAD AM, 


f ; Fter having bem a conſiderable 
9 time in Town , deficient all the 
- while in my duty of waiting on 


* your Ladyſhip ; like a truePoet, I flatter my 
*.-, ſelf, that I may make my Book my excuſe ; 
not preſuming to think it worthy to be cal- 
led a Preſent. How this may paſs with 
= your Ladyſhip, I know not, but am apt ta 
fear, it will, at beſt, be thought but a Poe- 
tical excuſe for ſo great an Omiſſion, How- 
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© The Epiſtle Dedicatory. = 
ever, if it may be allow'd to he 1 truly Poe- 


tical, ſame bopes of your Ladyſhip's Par- | 


don muſt ſtill remain, when I conſider you, 
as you are, a Fayourer of Poetry. 


the Muſe introduces me to your Ladyſhip, 


T paſs ſecurely, like Fneas condufed by ; 


the Sybil , to Elyzium. The Golden 


Bough, that Hero brandi/ſd , intitled © 
bim to viſit all the ſhady Groves, but bere | | 


my Pen muſt fail, and I ſhall perhaps, be 


left without a Guide in Darkneſs, fince I ( | 


* can hardly boaſt That for a Golden Branch. 


But to aſcend more to the light ; + part of 
the Muſes Works, Madam, are layd | 
 bexe at your. Ladyſhip's Feet ; and I am | 
fable, ſuch if your quick, ud Fudic- N 


ous Penetration, you need not be at pains 7 


to ſtoop, to take them up ; ſcarce'can they 


be read ſo faſt, as your Ladyſhip can * 


both find their Beauties, (if they have any) 
and their faults ; but ſo Juſtly your C an: 
dour Rivals your Judgment, "twill be bard 


fo determine, whether you will ſee the for; | 


mer | 


v4 


While _ | 


®. 
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The:Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


mer. more readily » than you will Wink at 
the latter. \. Your Ladyhip's Father, the 


late Earl of Radnor, when Gavernour of 


Ireland, was the kind Patron to mine, be 
rai dbimto the firſt ſteps, by which he af- 


Y ##rwards aſcended to the Dignities he bore, 


to thoſe,” which render'd bis Labours more 
conſpicuous, and ſet, in a mare advanta- 


_ gious. light , thoſe lrving Merits, which 
- now make bis Memory belou'd. Theſe, 
. and yet greater T emporal. Honours, your . 


Family beap'd on him , by making, even 
me, in ſame ſort related, and ally'd to you, 


F Fo by his Inter-Marriage with your Siſter, 
the Lady Araminta, How imprudent a 
Vanity is it in: me to boaſts a Father ſo 


Meritorious | How may I be aſham'd to 
prove. myſelf bis Son, K Fiery that on- 
ly qualification, which he ſo much excell'd 
in, but 'yet efteem'd no Excellence. 
bring but a bad proof of Birth, laying my 
claim in that only thing be would not own, 
Theſe are, bowever, Madam, but the Pro- 
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orth more 
ſuch as 
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are, they Court your Ladyfhip's " Ae | 
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Your Ladyſhip's moſt Dutiful, and 


Moſt Obedient Humble Servant, 
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To ns who made me 4 proſe of « Stadying- 
with Trees and. 
For of of RC oleWer 


aw great's your ukill, hat you can here 

(reſtore 

i What your Dear Sex loſt all the World 

Y Not readier,Chaos the ſtrangeiordObey'd;, (before 
1 ' | Toner you and, and Paradiſe is'made. | 

Be Four fuddain Plants, as firſt Appearance, bloom, 

' Andall is Spring, wherCer your Fingers come. 

: | | | Only that ſad Narciſſus fades away, 

” As if Self-Love made ev'n the Flower - os 

F . Your lofty Cedarsat ful growth "hs 


appear ; 


Not foongr Planted, than they Flouriſh here, 


44 = E: he » Fae of Love... 


YouCharm with Beauty,and youCharm with worth, 
Your Needle neer Points to a Frozen North. 
Where'er 1 Walk, thro* Pleaſant Groves I 89, + 
'Ahd 1 am bleſt with their dear Shades below. 

Your grateful Bow'r diverting Thoughts inſpires; * 
And-my ftrong fancy with New gotions Fires. _ 
As, while the £ybills on the'Tripos ſtood, 

They grew inſpir'd with their- Prophetick God. 
So, while my Head: your Sacred preſetit wears, 

1 boaſt a Knowledge, as Divine as theirs. 

In poliſh'd Numbers all'my Thoughts ſhall flow, 
And (you my Muſe I ſhall Immortal grow. FF 
While alt thoſe Beanfeous, {preceding Trees I ſee, 3 ® 
Planted by your fair Fingers, ſeem to be "> Þ 
TIER adn ini it, Crowning me. | 


| To Amaſia, on ber lling « Glaſs with Water, | 
.whereow ſhe Painted Stags, and Birds, ©} 


and tf 


Y this, you bet your Pow's is truly great, 
You Kill at Pleaſure, and you here Create, 
Some of the Herd, which you fo lively drew, 
Negle& all Food, and Joy to gaze at you. 
£ - While 


"9 


The Peſo Le. a 


While others bow to Drink, and bend ſo near, 
We wonder ſill to ſee the Water there. 
AF-2on chang'd, had not been here purſu'd, . 
He had eſcap'd, ſecure among the Crowd ; 
In a fair Spring, by chance, he once deſcry'd 
A Heay*nly Beauty; and transform'd, he dy*d. 
And in this place, he might with wonder view 
.. As bright a Goddeſs, and as fatal too ; c 
| In his own ſhape,- he muſt haye dy'dfor you. - 
Your ſtately Stags rear high their lofty Heads, 
Tall as the Trees, in thick} and fruitful Shades, '% 
"And a vaſt Grove above each Forchead ſpreads: - * 
They, and your Foreſts, with each other rie, 
| Nor can I teH which ſeems more proudly high. ; 
_ . TheTrees,freſhLife, from your late Bounty,drew, £ 


As from the Fountain, which you pour'd, they grew, 
Became more Green, - and Flouriſh'd all anew. 
+] One Phenix lives, and that is ſprung from Fire, 
] - But many ſeem to riſe from Water here. 
Whilſt all your ſporting Birds prepare to fly, | | 
Agd cut with gtwdy Wings, a ſtrange, unuſual Sky.. 


To 
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46 The Fireft y Love. 


To  Arnalaa, inveſted with « Meſti /lin-Nightreile, 
Beantified with T5 qgs and Breaſts of of 
Needl Work. 


*. 
T2 E wond'rows Rod ſet the Red Sea aide; 
And here, your Finger can this white Gride. 

What you created, your invention faves, _ 

You lead yourCreatures thro? the Foaming Waves: 

Tho' when younloeſayon make them EbbyndFlow, 

And ſtand on heaps, at the leaſt itouch'of you.” 

A Head muſt be, whence all this Ocean roſe; - | 

| Sure,from your Breaſts this Beanteous deluge Flows 

it Ambitions Waters once o'et-ſpread the ground, 

WM Here, iti a Sea of Milk the Wotld is drown'd. - 

The word'ring Flocks all Wiſely here withdrew 5 - , 
| ' What better #k conld they deſire, thin you ? 

il In all this Flood, give ine the bleſt Cotamand, 

|} To be the Turtle, to find out the land. 

|| I ſhall, I know, a happy ſoil dafery, © 

A Heay'n lies hid, within this Silver Sky. 

None here can Err, none here cail ever hw 

He's ſure ofbliſs, that comes this Milky way. 
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To FE-ty wearing 4 Mallin-4 on, wrogeht 
_ with Trees and Rs of gion © 


} S ſaid dead; Acbilles Launce could Wound, 
And what it hurt, again could render ſound. 

Your' pointed Spear here Adts,with wonder, more, 
| And,thus Creates——theſe had no form before. 
Nor, could the Pen {o well deſcribe this Field, 
_ "That, and the Sword, mult to the Needle yield. 
Your Wolf is here Cloath'd in a ſpotleſs Skin, 
*Tis pure without, and *tis all ſoft within. 
Your Pow'rful dart can make all Creatures tame, 
That may, it ſelf, . be Shepherd to the Lamb. 
"Thro'all your Woods,the Dogs purſhe the Hare, 
Thro? all thoſe Trees, you tnade ſo ſtrangely Fair, 
To bloom, and ſpread,and ſo much Winter here! | 
I track their Feet, for fare I think they run, 
And hope to ſee them ſeize their Game' anon. 
1T only fear, whilſt thro” this Field they go, 
The dropping Blood ſhould Paint it's purer Snow. 


To . 
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48 The Firef of Tan 


To Amafi, o# her Beautifying the Lini of ber 
Gown, with Trees,and Groves in Needle-Work. 


'O T' Juno's Bird can brighter glories ſhew, | _ 
' That, Nature-painted, this is drawn by you. 
Whereer you Walk, the Airy People fly, 
And, for your Groves, forſake the Silver Sky: 
With doubled Force they haſten from above, 
| And wonder thus toſee yopr Foreſts niove. | 
Aim, to light faſt on your deluding Gown, 
And flutt"ring fall, 'with ſtrange aniazement down: . 
So, Xeuxis Birds ſnatch'd at falſe Grapes in vain, 
And, fill'd with wonder, they return'd again. 
Greater than his, your Cherming skill we ſee, 
For, with the Fruit he tempted, you, the Tree: 
Like that of Eden, your Plantation ſpreads, 
And Groves, Jult ſet, rear high their ſtately Heads. 
All the fair Draught does ſuch exa&neſs bear; 
' Sa wond'rous Curious does the Work appear, 
1Idread, methinks, a real Serpent here, 
This is a glorious Paradiſe in ſhow, 
- But the true Paradiſe is only you, 
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Iv Amaſia, icking Gardens cut in Pa 
tenant Few 


VY- ſee your AQions here are wond'rous all, 
A Your fruitTrees ſpread along this Chryſtal 
You make me faney (they are all ſa fair) ( Wall. 
A ſweet Elyzium in this clearer Air. - 
Your Siſſers, far the Pruninghooks outdo, 
Thoſe lopoffBoughs,bnt theſe makeBranchesgrow, > 
And, if our Eyes deceive not, Bloſſom too, | 
| Rooted inice, your Beauteous Gardens ſtand, 
And ſhew the wonders of yorfr Pow'rful Hand. 
© may no Winter to your Beauties come, .. 
But may they eyer, like your Orchards, Bloom. 
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Tp"Three Laties who preſented me their Verſes 

"Written in praiſe of one another, andin.returs + 
for my Judgment, told my Fortune. , 


A RI 5 his Beauties muſt; aſham'd, give way, 
I Judge three Goddeſfes,more bright than they, 
My bliſs beyond what he could boaſty has been, 
He view'd without, but I have ſeen within. , | 
Which here excell'd, not Phebus ſelf could know, + 
Each ſeems a Yenus, and Minerva too. 


The firſt i like, and I admire the reſt, 

Still as I read, 1 think the preſent, beſt. 

Not any one can the whole Trophie bear, 

| The Apple, ſure, muſt be divided here, 

ms - 1 et all hereafter on your Beauties gaze, hs. 
| Bnt none demean.them, with a future praiſe. 


Thus, 
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Thus, you honla all your own perfettions tell, 
As there is none fo fair; © there's rionewan write ſo 
The Nine no moreſhall be ador'd by me, (well, 
Henceforthy the Muſes ſhall be only three, 2 . 
You, our Fair Parce, know our. Fortunes tao, 
For, all Mankind receive their doom from you. 
This Pow? re yours, by is own greatneſs ſtands; 
You read our Hearts, Juſt; ag you read our hands. 
A knowledge thetice, let none hereafter prize, 


But look their fates in your Illuſtrious _ 
* 
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A thoſe Eyes, ſince [ could move;. 
I flutter'd tilt, and flew, 
And al ways to play there did Love, 
Yet moredefpigd thati you. 
I die each hour, yet all the ills I bear, 
Ne'er made herhed for me a pitying Ted; 


N-4 


—_ —— ———— 
> 20 a no 


ret? _w_ bh - ae-4t.- Ke y Pl _ Ny Fe ; 4 "4 SR TS 14. 2 - Pc: «a, - a i 9 EE” ns. BE g, 
ab "IE A. 74 -# . 4 
oe > Re | K, 
9 A 
fy . 
_ a 
" 2 . 2 * U =_ mM ” =” 4 
. ; . __ 2 : 
- hs -* 1 : d . « 
% | - : , mry . 
, © as 7 "F.- 
". vY . 4 , 
I i tt. i ſince. = - —— — G 
ns” nd - + I 
- 


_ 
-4 gr "Yay 


i IE” Ei wrt 1 ot 
— ALS a 
— — =_ 


APR Gori 1 WF. 
| X, 

Vet 'twas her Pride I ao believe; 
Not pity, made thee fall, - ; 
Preſumptuous Wretch 1 you could not live, 

$tie Loves to ruine all. 

Her Tyrant pleaſure does no Laws obey; 

She ſtoops, Domitian like, to any prey. 
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The patient Taper's ſparkling light? 
; You might (Poorinſe&) view, 
| * Butah! her Eyes ſhine much too bright 
To be beheld by you. -- 


The Daring Fool, burnt by the blazing Sun; 
Fell, from a leſs attempf, ' with ruiae, down.: 


(:4 4, 


By this, we ſee, deluded Flie, 

Your high, Ambitious aim, 
You, like the Phenix, thought to die: 
And periſh in a Flame, 
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How different alas! your fate i Is found ? Y 
Strange! that you ſhouldamidſt ſuchFiresbedrown'd! 
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' Like Icarus, too high you flew, 
Andcut your yielding, trackleſs way, 
Your Wings -deſtroy'd by Sunbeams tao, 
You fell into a faithleſs Sea. 
- The Suri, Iknow, did'often Flies beget, 
But. neer, till now, has i it deſtroy'd them yet, 


C6.) 
| F p So ſiwectly here you reſt, 7 
So rich a Tomb you have, 
+ And like an Epicure ſo bleſt, : 
-- All are not Stoicks in the Grave.'. --. Y 
Your Death bids Lovers live prepar'd for theirs, _ 
When ſo much Cruelty is found in Tears, 
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To - Lighs tfiri rring 4 W; fe. 


Am ROY! and my "Deſcaſe you know, 
| For who could cer ite you, and not be ſo ? 
Like lightning Flaſhes your bright glances flew, : R 
To blaſt my Sight, whenT but look'd at ybu. 
Yet wonder not that T: Thould now dowes © | 
To ſee again, and b renew the fire.” 
Thus, Men inFeavers, "Trorch'd, «and ing tie, 
'And beg for Drink, tho” if they Drink, they die,” 
T hus,' the Raſh Semele entreated Foe, - 
For Flames, much fiercer than the Flames of Love, 
Yet, like Achilles. Launce, your Eyes are found,, FF. 
For,they can cure, what they themſeJyes/did-wound. ,, 
Come then, fair Charmer, like/the breaking-Day, |} | 
And drive my ills, thoſe Cloudy:miſts-away. 
All pains, —but Love's,will from'thy: Preſence run, 
He yas len oy the Tg Soy 
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Seeing 4 fair Young Lady; juſt a dying.” ' 


E E how the Virgin Fades, like ſweeteſtFlow' rs, 

Pluckt in. their Bloom from their delightful 
Behold herEyes,ſoCharming,and ſoYoung !'(bow'rs. 
See how they Dart their Glimm'ring Beams along, 
In Beauteous Bluſhes now they ft to reſt, 
Like Suns dimounting in theGoldenWeſt. (Shrotids: 
Their ſparkling Lights Death's gloomy darkneſs 
Ofercaſt by their bright lids, like Silver Clouds, 
With pointed Luſtre on her Cheeks they play, 
Like Evening rays; which ſhine themſelves away. 
Thoſe Lovely Cheeks, whoſe wonted Glory's fled, 
Are now ſtreakt over with a fainting Red. 
The flying ſhadows hover to, and fro, 
Now, faſt they Fleet, now quite away they go. 
Who can enough this fatal loſs deplore, 
The more I look alas ! I'feel it more. 
In this alone, 1 ſome repoſe can finds | 
This only thought can eaſe my troubled Mind ; 
She will be Happy whereſoce'er ſhe treads, 
In all Death's Manſions, where her fancy leads, 
a Fragrant Grots, .and pleaſant, flowry Meads. 
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66 Poemson ſeveral Occaftons. 
bonſe Royal ſhade the chief of all below, ._ 
In thoſe bleſt Lands, where ſhe made haſt to go. 


The nobleſt far, in the Elyzian Groves, 
*The greateſt Hero, fam'd for r greateſt I Loves. 


Who at their Chryſtal, wide, expeting Gates, 

With folded Arms, and longing wiſhes waits; . 

Impatient ſtill for her arival there, 

To; ſee this wond'rous Celebrated fair ; + 

Now, in his Breaſt, feels riſing Joys begin, 

And now, all tranſport, when ſhe firſt is ſeen, 

With airy Bows, receives, and leads her in: © 
Whilſt all the Joyful bappy dwellers ſmile, 

And gaze, all raviſht, on her, all the while. 

They Paint her way,with ſtrewing Fragrant Flow'rs, 

And glide admiring thro? their ſilent Bow'rs. (dwell, 

To thoſe bright , grateful Groves', where ſhe muſt 

And that ſhe's come=—— | 

In pleaſing Whiſpers, to each other tell. 


A Bly between 4 hoing Nymph, and 4 
Youth whowes dromd. Written thas at the 


Requeſt of « Lacy. 'Þ 
: IP, 
| Nymph T= UL me, Dear Youth, why hence you 
. (fled ? 


Why ſhung'd you mine for Thetjs Bed e 
Youth, 


- & 4 


a” 


| Poems on ſe everal Occaſions. 7 


| No I wanton in her Chryſtal Arms, 
And ſhe, "the yatry AYymph, burns for me dead. 
*" 4b - 6 at 
"Y C 2 ). 
Nymph. Ah! why would you not ſtay with me ? 
"Am Inot yiglding ſoft as ſhe ? 
My: Love, as flowing too appears, 
As in its higheſt tides is her's ; 
Nor ſhall it ever know an Ebb for thee, 


- 


''( 3-4 


Tho? now ſhe ſeems fo melting kind, 
You will her Ice, arid coldneſs find. 
She to the Sun, at Night, will flow, 
Tho? not ſo vigorous, as you, 


Ah! not ſo glorious, as wherthere you ſhin'd, 


(4) 


To him too ſhe will Faithlefs prove; 


” Tub, For me ſhe ſpreads her Liquid Chand | 


For the Moon's changes change her Love. 


* . 


"5 Ts Promsl on ry Gin. 


. - She Loyes you not ſo well 4s 1, 
"A. Who to no Arms, but yours, will fly,* _ 
For as both liv'd in Kire, in Waters both ſhould 
_ * | (Dye. 
7E, f Ip 6 
& ; * 


Not all the'Coral ſhe can ſhow, | 
Or Jewels onght toAlter you, , 
Youth. Not all her Treafures, and her-Gold, 
Ia mighty ſumms, which car's be. told ; 
| Nay, ſhould ſhe give theSon, which makesthem " 


Wo + To Amalia, who Commanded me to avoid her 
. preſence, whenever ſhe appear" d..* 
| A ftrange Command [ Ave receiv'd of you, | 
You bid me fly, and-yet-yon{ſtill porſye, 
Where'er I go, or,whatſoc'er | do. - | 
For in my Breaft, you, dear prevailing fair, 


Have got polleſſiony ſince you Conquer'd there. 
You bid me fly, and yet too well you know, - 


That, while I live, I cannot &er do Þo ; 
Sz lvius as well may fly himſelf, as you, 
Since I am vanquifh'd, *tis alas ! foo late 
To think of fafety.by a fotc'd retreat, 
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_ ts ſin thee, but ty Lovedenies, | .-- 
have a Heart, and you have Charming Eyes, *_ 
Nay, when you kill me, for-that ſoon muſt be; 
My Ghoſtſhall havnt you, for your wrongs to me, 
How ſhall l fly, how'from thy Preſence rt. ?”+ 

I anf the Fog; You,niy attrafting Sun. - -- 

As well the Needle from it's North might move, 
For I, my fair, do'with litlh tremblings Love. 
Could 1 avoid: thee, I ſhould: baſeneſs ſhow,” 

A mean, poor fear, and undeſerving you. 

,50 fiy the Clogds, when by the light'nings:torn, 
"And ſo fly. T__— from” the "0g Morn, 


oF ration of the World, party fmnirarea 
rom | 


N lofty Pillars Sor's high _—_ Range,” 
*And ſhews the Pow'r of it's-Creatour* sHands, | 
The two legv'd Doors were of | bright Silver made, 
Which the Sun's-Beams with equal Beams repaid. 
; (Floods; 
On them were-Carv'd; the Heayens,. the Earth,and . 
Vaſt Cities, Rivers, Mountains, Fines, and Woods, 
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Large, flowry rolagri Nayieg Hlocks appear, 
I 5's ©. "(en there; 


Here, twtnibg Streams and N ympbs, and Fawns 
'And the fair Doris drying, on the Rocks,ker Hair, } 
Tritons, with Shells, here, ſounding on the Sea, | 
' While, the blew Gods o'er all the Billows play, 
Far above theſe, Heav'ns radiant Image ſhines, 
| Deckt-on each ſide, with fix refulgent Signs, 
The Iv'ry roof ſhone bright with burniſh'd Gold, 
Clearer than Flatnes, when Circled ropnd with cold 
The Chryſtal Floor ſupports a glorious. Throne, Fo 
Which is around with hallow'd: Light &erflown. 
 S9l, Cloath'd in Purple, here in State appears, 
And a bright Crown of pointed rays he wears. 
His Seat's rich Stones a ſparkling Luſtre raiſe, 
. The Emraulds ſhine, and to the Eye they Blaze, * 
Beneath this Throne, plac'd moſt profoundly low, 
 Fhat vaſt, and boundleſs, Sea, Eternity, does how: 
On this, the Sun his fierceſt Beams diſplays, * 
YH Ages begetting, with his Vital rays. | 
Well may the Poets FiQtion be allow'd, 
Here Phebus ſets, in this unfathom'd Flood. 
Thus he, at firſt, did the twin Seaſons get, 
Cold was their Mother, and their Father, *Heat, 


: From 


| From I's bright: rays, the ſhining Day to come, 
Andight,from deepkternity*s dark,gloomyWomb: 
; Hence Time 's.vaſt Riyer ſwiftly Aides along, 
YT Floating to \ which, the Cluſter'd Ages throng, 
The rip 'ning Years, from the thick Cluſterwbreak; 
_ From tham;the- Months,and Days;their Motion take. 
hs Thence , ſpring the hours, which on time's-ſurface 
| And i in ſofc inceſt, wegr their Lives. away. (Flax, 
On her looſe Boſom, they all ſporting lie, 
Begetting Minutes, ſhorter hiv'd, than they. 
Which ſoon as wing "dewith the Sun's FleetingLight; 
Thence nimbly take their Everlaſting flight. | 
+ Till theWorkdEnds,thus ſhall theirMotions ſhow, 


Then fhallTime? «River Start,and backwards flow, 


And all it 'Whirling Years fink in the gulf below. . 
Now to his ſteeds the Glorious Phebus came, - * 


Which from their Mouths,andNoſftrils vomit Flame. 
Swiftly, by them, his ſhining Chariot's borgy 
Whoſe Harneſs, Jewels, and rich Gemms adorn. ' 
On Chryſtal ſpokes the Silver Fillies roll'd, | 

And the large Beam was made of Maſſie Gold. 

The fiery Steeds of their rich Burthen proud, 
{nflame the Zther, as they Neigh aloud, 


_= | The 


The Obvious Cloiild they cut: mich Shlng Feet” 
"And with their thnnd'ring Hoofs thEBarriers beat! 
Now ſwiftly Traverſe all the toadey Sky, Z % 
| And Chace the Night, o'er every path they fly. 
Fiercdlf they now'thro' unknown Regions run, 
 And'the fad Earth, with tremblings, views the Sun; | 
'Whilftlightning's fr1'd fromJove'slmyerial throne, , 
who graſps hisFlaming Boks, and Thunders dowy. N 
Now the whole Heav'ns, in Man's deſtru&ion join, 


ASE all the Gouds, like drextful Colne, ſhine. F* 
E- 5 | (Rain, £ 


From their ſordid ous they” pour: ont all their 
Which Show*rs in Fire, down-on deſpairing Men. 
Trees feed the Flame which to'tlieir ruine turns, 
And Corn, by that, which firſt produc'd it, burns, 
Loud eAitna roars; with more than uſual Fires, 

And high Parnaſſus bears two Flaming Spires. 
Large Fields of Sand no felling: Seis infold, 

Yet Tagus now flows with diffolviog Gold. 

Phe Alps appear no longer Cloath'd'i in Snow, 

And Mountains tops in Cinders mourn below. 
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4 7, the” Lord Sy—ney'; Created Libatenine of © ® 
I q | Ireland, about the time his Ay went to 


Flanders. | ER at 1 es 


S-when the Sun RP to-20der hi Tels," 
Rt "And ſets i in gÞdries, to return in Smiles. 
| * Hethess in Seas, and riſes thence more fair, 
As if be got new Fires, new brightneſs there. 
So, the great Naſſav, when thro* Wayes he goes, 
. | Renews his Terrors on his trembling Foes. 
With Joy he Fights, of every Laurel ſure, 
' While, what he Conquers, you alone Tecure: 
Sacred to bim the Gods that Tree ſhall awn, 
It ſhall-dread Naſſaw, not Apollo Crown, 
And-he ſhall, &er his mighty courſe is run, }. 
Ride round the Globe ,——Triowphant, like the San. 
Janus, bis Gates, no more ſhall open ſtand, | 
" Their Keys lic ſafe, in your ſecurer hand. "#1 
Hibernia free frofn tumults, and from fears ; | 
No danger there but Luxury appears. | 
Soon Willian's Arms ſhall round theEarth be hurld, 
And Tou deputed o'er the Conquer'd World. 
Whulſt all Fame's thouſand Trumpets Sound afar. 
You, Prince of Peace, and. Naſſaw, God of War. 
To 


F "IP 4 Re 4 y : «he " 

» ROT Sox by & he 6. £ 4 7h ER 3- io SN * 

, ENS bog Cate” Graft hd | "K-70 Rr SIR Re 

RED Sa id 0d; SO BR } Hi PORT 1 38 oy 

p « 5 4 $ e) 4 by, ” Sn A IN 

= [ 4 — « $"OR UL 

& + s C " 4 -” C Ms. OY 
> bs « Y > x _ ;. 1 _ 


64. Poemson ſeveral Occalim. 


" q = 4 _—_ ju Q 
5 #2 ELSE ET 4, MN ES : 
- EN 4 *q po et . 
x 3 ah - | bh. 


. TooLuh Lanening by Lou, who 
| __ wes Drown's 


OR Pen, nor Pencil, can deſcribe thy Woe; 
Scarce "Y Dear wc _ their own ſorrows 


il * Snch Floods of Tak from their falr Springs run] | 
f t (o? er. 


In ſuch vaſt ſtreams you pour your Liquid ſtore, > 
As a have drown'd the Swain, had he eſcapid || * 
(before. 3 
Thoſe Gales of ſighs, which thin? your Boſom filld; 
Cauſe vaſter blaſts, than what your Lover kill'd. 
Yet ſurethoſeſhow'rs,which o'er youtCheeks we find, 
Might be of force to haye ſuppreſs'd the Wind. 
Thoſe Sunny ſmiles which late adorn'd your form, 
Are now Eclips 'd, and you are all a ſtorm. 
 - Sad, gloony Clouds ſpread o'er your Lovely Eyes, | 
So fell the Youth, by Juſt ſuch angry Skies. | 
Tkus, while thoſe Tempeſts in your looks appear, 5 
A harder fate, than what he felt, we bear, > 
And with worſe Deaths,you wreck beholders here. 
Since once the Seas o'er all the Lands did flow, 
And theWaves rol'd, wherever Winds could blow; 
Blanyog 
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Blaming Jove's Promiſe, your complains are found, 
For,' in his loſs, you think the World is drown'd. - 
This may conſiſtent with your Notions be, 

For the Lov'd Youth was all the World to thee; 
But while your Eyes ſpread all your Face with rain; 
Not Earth, but Heav'n endures the Deluge then. 2 
For you,the Youth:bore ſuch a gen'rons Fire, 


. As nought but Oceans could have made expire.” 


His height of Paſſion, like Leander's, flew, 

And he would croſs a Helleſpoat for you. . 

Inſtead of Lamps to guide him ia the Night, 

With yourfair Eyes you ſhould have ſhown him light; 
So had he ſafely thro? the Billows rode, 

To his Dear Hero's more ſecure abode. 

As in the Floods he drew.his Liquid Death, 

Thy name be utter'd with his lateſt Breath. 
Love's Mother firſt is ſaid from Seas to riſe, 

And now the Son of Love in the rough Oceans lies;] 


| + How, ah! how wretched did the Lover prove, 
'Tho' he was bleſt with kind returns of Love ! 


Since he is drown'd, you ſcorn our fond deſires, 
His Waters ſo have quench'd all other's Fires. 


's Hibrrnid's 
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Hibernia's Seas may now infult their Coaff, | 
Their ſwellingBillows may their Trophirs boaſt, 
By them, was your D Hell —— | 
By them, to me, was my Amaſra loſt. 
Thus, ouly thus, Loy'd Youth, thy fatl could come, 
Yo (thy Doom. 
Novght but rude Winds woult have Proctaim'd 
Alas? What pity can rough Oceans bear, creat ! 
Which daſh thoſe Creatures which themſelves did 
What tender ſoftneſs can vaſt 'rocks receive ? 
The Flames of Love will not in Surges live, 
The ſweet Endowments of thy gen'rous Mind, 
Boundleſs, and flowing as the Floods we find, 
Free as the Air thyWit,and Fleeting as theWind. 
In all the ills you ſuffer'd; all the while, 
Your Soul was Caltn, and you appear'd to finite. 
No Tempeſt ſhook your Courage, pleas'd within,” 
Your Conſcience rais'd no rowling Waves of Sin, 
Your Death was gentle, as your Life had been. 
fa that loud ſtorm to have ſo huſht a Mind, 
Shew'd Pow'r almoſt 28 great—— 
' As it has been, to have appeav'd the Wind. 
Thy Vertnes mounted to ſo vaſt a ſcore, 
As all the Waves could bardly number o'er. 


ws on —_ Occafuns, & 


For thy vaſt loſs the Seas outrigions row, 
They chafe withFoam,while the blaſts fiercely blow, 


AndſwelPd with griefs,in yond, rous weeping flope 
Ev'n in the Calmeſt Seaſons of the Year, (any 


The Billows heave their Breafts ,. and panting | t | | 
But you, fair Nymph, Laqzent-i ig ſurks frag, 


SS: & ST 


You, Orpheus like, for, ſure you Charm as well, 
Might raiſe the Youth, from his low, watry: Hell, - 
So much you Mourn him, he is envy'd more, 
Now in his Death, than ia his Life before. 

Your Paſſion for -him, our deſpair did mpye, 

But ah ! your Sorrow melts.us into Loye. 

Who would not haſt to viſit ſhades below, 

Could he but hope you ' would Lament him ſo ? 
Thoſe Tears you ſhed, you. think are all his due, 
To him you gave the Eyes, 'which ſhed them too. 
All my deſires but from your Sorrows came, 
Strange! that thoſeWaters ſhould produce a Flame f 
Thus prove-thoſe Floods, which iſſue at your Eyes, 
That Love at firſt did from the Surges riſe. 


0's On 
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On 4 Bee inclo#'d ip Amber. 


GE this ſtrange Wretch . #truck , by this Am 
_ | © (ber, Dead, 


He ſeems as if in his own Honey lay'd. 
As oer the Banks of Erydane he flew, 
And with its Mourning Poplars forrow'd too. 

A fatal drop, loaded with Death, they ſent ; 

So fell the Youth, for whom thoſe Trees Lament. 
Thus, ſince. his fall, his Siſters AR it o'er, 

With fiercer Light?nings than he felt before. 

But he, alone, was deat by Thunder down, , 
This ſeems at once the Chariot, and the Sun. 
Loſt by Feign'd grief the wondrous Bee appears, 
Such weight, ſach hardneſs is not found in Tears. 
Soon ſhall this Bead (a grateful gift) be hung,” 
On ſome fair Neck, which once it's Venom ſtung. 


Os « China Cap fld with Water, round the 
ſides of which were painted Trees, and at the 
bottom, a Naked Woman Weeping. 


H*" fair does ſorrow in her Courts appear ! 
What tempting Charms does ſad Afﬀiiction 
wear 7 
See, 
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See her fair Eyes, what Silver ſtreams they ſhed > 
© She Bathes in Oceans which herTears have made, 
And ia this comely Poſture ſeems to be 

A Vens riſing from a Chryſtal Sea. | 

See, how, in vain the Beayteous Image ſtrives). 
Like Naked Eve, to hide hgr ſelf with Leaves. 
Fain would ſhe moye, to what, in ſhow ſhe ſees 
But theſe alas ! are all forbidden Trees. 
The Artiſt's ſelf could not this Piture view, 
Unmor'd with a worſe Paſſion, than he drew, 
Unhapyy he, a New Narciſſus proves, . | 
And the fair ſhadow, which he made, he Loves: 
Here, that fond Youth indeed might Juſtly err, 
Nor had his Flames been for himſelf, but her. 
Whilſt in her Nile ſhe would her Slaves furvey, 
And like the Crocodile, Lament her prey. 


"See, her weak hands ſupport her fainting Head, 


The Deſer 508 0 « Terpeſt , and 6 
es Ses. 


N® W, deep in Night, the rowling Surges riſe, 
And ſwellingSeas preſage Tempeſtuous Skies. 

With angry Foam the raving Billows roar, 
And, white yith Ghafing, make their fury more? 
Q 3 Theo} 
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This the thick air each Wave his Waters kick; 

And in thickCloudsWrap their fierce, foaming curls. 

: 'The: t6fling Seas now proudly mount on' high, 

And Tow'r ſtill uP,. as if to ſcale the Sky. 

Whilſt the roughWinds' encreaſe the boiſt'rousWar, 

And drive on Troops of B Billows from afar. 

Now raging les, two fival Veſſels meet, 

Afd each, behind them, left'a ſhatter'd Fleet, 

From Mognt nous heights they were with horrour 
(throws, 


-t 


Anto a Hell of Waters tumbled down. = Gs 


.: 


And | each beliey'd that he had forced : a Rock.” 
Toſs'd by. the ſtorm, they both. are Mounted ops." 


And view each other from the Blllows top. 
Inrag'd, they now are for the War.prepar'd, 
Their Foe both ſcorn,nor is the Tempeſt fear'd. 
Bold Sons of Mertals, who no Laws obey | 
Their rage grows ftercer than the Winds, or Sea, 
Now both the Fleets are met, and. louder 1 roar 
iThan the. mad Floods, and all the ſtorm before: 
The Voice of War thro all the Ships had made, 


A wightty Tempelt, tho' the Winds mere lay'd. 


From © 
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From their rude ſides ſo fierce a Flame was thrown, 

None dreaded now, or could expeR to drown. * 

Each is deſirous here his Life to loſe, (chooſe. 

And Deaths, far worſe, than what they ſhunn'd they. 

| A defſp'rate Courage from their danger grows, 

They fall content among their laughter'd Foes. 

| Juſt fo, one Wave does o'er the former Tow'r, 
Andon it's Head with all his Forces pour. | 

| Each ſpends.it &If to daſh the other down, 

And with his ruines, he involves his own. 

Now, in vaſt ſheets the curling lightning flies, = 


| As if the Guns had fet.on'Fire the Skies. 


Dread Yove ſtorms high, and thanders loudly down, 
He fears the Vigors ſhould invade flis throne. 
The Song of Earth dar*d once attempt his Sky, ; 
'And theſe  Sca-Gyants fure,are viſt as they. 
With all their ſpreading Wings they fly afar, 


| - Andevery Word they utter, threatens War. 


- Thick Clouds of ſmoak from their lond Guns ariſe, 
And in large, gloomy rolls, mount, and obſcure the 
So roar the Cannons on the Noiſy Main, (Skies, 
The Thunder goes but Eccho them again, 

Here, the proud Seas ſo vaſtly large appear, 

A Squadron Fires, and dreads a Navy there. , 
O4 ” Beat 
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Beaten by Waves, each fears his party gone, | 
And thinks he Fights with the whole Fleet alone. 
Now, in Confuſion they would leave the fray, oy 
Thro? watry Walls, they fly, and Plow the Sea, 
For he's the Conq'rour, who can haſt away. 


To 4 Lady, who preſented me as Orange, 


O W does the Gift with the fair giver ſuit ! 
The faireſb hand preſents the faireſt Fruit 3 

Had this been thrown, when Atalanta turn'd, - 
' Therolling Gold had by the Maid been ſpurn'd. 
In vain, Acontives his device had try'd, 
Had this fair Fruit roll'd by Cydippe*s fide; 
By any Youth this Charming Bribediſplay'd, 
Without her Vow, 'he might have claim'd theMaid. 
With yours, no rempticg, Rival Charnybe nam'd ; - 
Mankind was neyer by an Apple Damn'd. | 4 
Whilſt you, our faireſt Tree of Knowledge, ſtand, © 
I taſt the Fruit of your inviting hand ; . 
'And while your Branching Fingers ſtretch'd 1 ſee, 
I long to Circle round the Charming Tree. 
Deluding Maid ! tho? at fo near a view, 
Like Fder's Plant, thoy art fogbidgen too, 


The 
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The raviſht Youth , whom thou ſhalt Love, may 
As true a Paradiſe, as once was loſt. ' (boaſt 


To 4 Lady, preſenting her « Box of Patches. 


Ep envy'd preſent, and thoſe Charms improve, 
ThoſZ killing Charms, which I am doom'd to 
IN thus 1 laviſh Sacred Beauty? $ ſtore, (Love. 
'To Arm the foe, that vanquiſh'd me before ; 
Why ſhould I wing thoſe Shafts, by which 1 bleed "nn 
And paint the Poyſon; when 'tis Death to feed'? 
Tho' thy leaſt patch ſhall brighter glories hide, * 
Than ſhine in any other Face deſcry'd ; 
Such are thy wond'rous Charms, Vi&torious Maid ! 
The more I hide them, they are mare diſplay'd. 
So, the Sun's rays, ſhine, when allay'd with Clouds ; 
| That ſhows them fairer, which their glory ſhrowds. 
Thus, dying Stars Deck gay the Spangled Morn, 
And with mild Light, the infant dawn adorn, + 
To Diamonds, thus, their foil does Luſtre gfre;- 
[And thus, the ſhade makes the fair PiQure live. 
While thy degr Face theſe Cluſter'd Patches wears, 
Thy Charming Face Loves Galaxy appears. 
Soft does that Fkin, without thaſe Patches, ſhow, . 
Soft, as the ſofteſt Silk, _ which makes them Þ. 


Thus 


yo" nach. apa ——_ 


| 74 yum = = 


Tims deckt, 'tho' Charms, rine, you boaſt, 
a onions. 
Art thus, with Nature is conſpiring found ; 

You wear the Patch, but *tis I fegl the Wound. 


+ 


found: « Silver Permy, 


the 
Te among the Patches, I 


the Tbs , 
of « 


1s on hold,fair, harming Chywiſt hold, 6 | s 
ff, you, like Midac, topch again, *tis Gol, [| 
A Le firange Pow'r © your bright.Eycs 


(impart,C 
Let, thro*-my Breaſt, your ſhooting glances darts 
When *tis made Gold, you will aceept my Heart. 


To mann; 4, For 4 branch of 


EE there the Lovely, Lov'd otuok, | 

TheCharmiog branch held in theCharming hand, 
My Temples muſt notibe with Lonrap Crowe, 
Throw down the hough, and let thy Arms ſurround. 


* Ta 
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To «4 very Charming Lady , with an 
-unpleaſing Name. 
Ure, you have more than Female force toCharm; 
Who, at firſt ſight, can prejudice diſarm. 
"By different Paſſions ſway'd, tay ſenſes rhove, 
\ My Ears deteſt. you, but my Eyes muſt Love. . - , 
| Deaf be thoſe Ears, which dare: ſuch Rebels grow; 
F -* Deaf, to the Sougtds of Lave, and Muſick too, 
How can thy name raiſe an ungrateful Sound? : 
Can melting Harmony, like diſcord, Wound ! 
0” "Thy Name is tunefvl, as thy ſelf is fair ; 
3 '% Sent®ts favley, yes, the Crime lics there: 
" Unſeen, thy Name diſpleas'd, but now, *tis feas'd, 
"Twas not unſeen alone, bot *twas unheard. 
While from your Charming Lips the Accents break, 
The Name delights, *tis Muſick, when you ſpeak, 
While you repeat the Lovely Letters o'er, / 
I Swear I never heard the Name before. | 
' Each melting Breath runs Thyilliog thro* myHeart, 
You make each pointed $yllable a-Dart. 
WithCharms profuſe,how are yourBeautiesCrown'd! 
When, by your Pow'r, deformity can Wound ! : 
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Forgive me, fair, I have Love's Rebel been, 

But xow muſt yield ; .you vanguiſh all, when ſeen, 


I own, 1 own ſince I beheld thy Frame, 
At moſt, DEOy, is but a Name. - 


1s = bak onde Me danke ans 
Manu cript, T ſent ber, and bring a5h'd from 
Frame ſhe receiv'd it, Teh b—frow the Con: 
arer himſelf, ſhe t booght. | 


TT Hilſt yourSageMaid does on myPapers Jook: 
And ſees Chains, Flames and Altars in my - 

Light ning andThbunder ſcatter'd up and down,(Book, 

AndHeaven andHell,drawn i in each {milegnd frowns 

No wonder, every hint the ſhould 1 faapeors 3 ; 

There is a certain Magick dwells in Love, * 

But while my Thoughts flow from a woundedHeart, 


| Mine's Magick Nature, *tis not Magick Art. 


All that my skill, my little $kiJl can boaſt, 


Is, not to find my Heart, but know lt loft. 


Like weak Magicians, who-their Spir'ts can raiſe, 


' But have not Powefftheir fory to appeaſe, 


I, with unwarranted preſumption play, 
Agd raife fierce Love, which Ican never lay, , 


Pot 
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But put if thou tak'ſt me to thy Circling Arms, 
F1l brave the Fiend, and fear no Counter Charms. 


— ; 


To « Lady, ſaying ſhe knew I Lov'd ber. 


þ may be fo ! I fear, it auſt beſo; \ 
®. You, who receive the Heart, muſt ſurely know. 
We think not, often, when ſome toy we drop, 
4 But they muſt needs perceive, who take it up. 
is Mine does to like a very trifle ſhow, 
| It is not worth your pains, to ſtoop ſo low: 
Bat if to lift the worthleſs toy you Deign, 


O never hurt it from your Aris agairt. 
To 4 Lay, wha; (while endeauonring fo tye 7 
ſome Linen, with « Ribbond, «7 4 ode cf t 


ſhorteſt.) being aik'd how ſhe would manage 
if ſbe Lov'd a Gentleman withoat a Meine: 


ret) Pliſhow you---( and ſo,dr awivg harder, 
made the ends meet.) 


T's done ; and you with juſt Applauſe are 


(Crown'd 
For how can Lovers be too cloſely bound ! 


Bleſt be the Hand, which the firm Knot has ty'd ; 
O thou, who art the Prieſteſs, grow the Bride. 


F) Prenes on Joe Oreofns 


Let Hymen empty PL our Nuptials fly, 
Our Circling Arms ſhall make the Marriage tye: 
\ Why ſhould'ſt thou Wed ? Thy Charms can never 
, Thon wilt for ever be a Bride in Joy. -_ (cloy. 


Tea, Singing f 


Ty 


F Rom your Smect Trig, Un yain thoſe Accents 
 _ Gpring, 
For, all your Features Youth 1d Beauty Sing. 
Your Eyes, your Smiles, and your txpreſlive Mien, 
All Sing thoſe Words, and you are Muſick, ſeen. 
Enough you charm'd us, thro? our Eyes before, 
You need not pierce-our Ears, to Wound us more. 
Struck thro? one Senſe, more faſt your Lovers fall, 
Than others Captives, when Attacqu'd thro! all. 
*Tis not enough -you-can ſoft Paſſion move z 
We muſt grow raviſh'd, and in tranſport Love. 
WerePaſlion free, thou wouldſt fix every choice, 
At once Seraphick, in thy Face and Voice. 
Hold, Tyr”nous Charmer ! tho*no Beam declines, 
Yet, tie Sun need not burn, to prove it ſhines, 
Hark my Heart beats, and Dances to thy Ayres, 
Thy Breath is tuneful, as the tuneful Spheres. 
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Sing then, the Charmsof Bawty and of Touch, / .- 
But add theſe three, Z5ve, Conſflancy, avid Truth, 


:'To # La: with & Charming Air of N 

| pales. Sc Hrs ſpoken to Serfufion 
.F Onſent, Love's darling blefſing, dwells in this, 

In this one foft, tranſporting Accent, Tes. 

Still that dear Sound , - from thoſe dear Lips ſhould 
O may they never, never Anfiver, Nv, (flow, 
If of your late, kind Accents you repent, 
When Love's the Theam, be fitent ; that's Conſent. 


To Amaſia, having dreamt of me. 


HE God ofSleep, who flies the Lover'sBreaſt, 
Yet Ads the Friend , and gives 4naſia. reſt. 
* { Your Guardian Avgel ſflumb*rons dreams inſpires, 
And Whiſpers ſoft rewaxds, for ſoft deſizes. 
Whilſt ina dream your Boſom I pollek, ,. 
4 ou but the Image of a Eover bleſs ; 
"Hiew can Love live npon a Painted Feaſt ? 
Love, which is blind; can have no Eyes to taff. 
O feed 'my Senfes with thy real Face, 
Let my Eyes gaze, and let my Arts Embrace ; 
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Thus let your Swain, your raviſh'd Sylvius, feed , 
No other Nouriſhment pure Flames can need, 
| With their fair Beams let thy bright Glagces move, 


Amaſia, Waken from this dream of Loye. 
To'truer Joys your raviſh'd Lover take, 
Waken Amaſia, or let Sylvius wake. 

It only ſleep my fancy'd bliſs can frame, 
Pleaſure is all but an imperfe&t dream, 

By. Day, let Lov'd Amaia yield delight, 
Or let Night laſt, may it be ever Night. _ 
Love ſecks the Shades, but ſeeks them oft by Day, 
Stay, my Amaſia, let the Shadow ſtay ; 

It flies, alas ! as the Sun ſhines, away. 

You thus, unknowa the fleeting bliſs deſtroy, 
Nor grant me, even the Shadow of a Joy. | 
This is the Pleaſure-that the damn'd may boaſt, 
To hear of Bleſlings, but to know them loſt, 
Love is it ſelf a Shadow, which will flee - 

From every Lover, but unhappy me ; 

What then are dreams !—— | | 
They muft but Shadows of a Shadow be. mw 
In vain, in vain, for ever I purſue, 
You fly me fleeting, as yours dreams do you. 
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To Amaſia, on the Accidental falling of her 
looſe Garments, which diſcover'd to my view 


her Breaſts. 


T S hard indeed, (ſo many Charms you boaſt, } 
Juſtly to tell, which takes your Sylviuc moſt; 

This does alone within my Judgment fall, 

All, who have Eyes to ſee, admire them all. 

Piercing, yet ſoft, your killing looks appear, 

And all, bright dazling rays of Luſtre bear ; 


Your Heavenly Voice has CharmingPow?rs to move, 

And your Ayrs Fan, and ſpreads the Fires of Love. 

But when your Breaſts the falling Gatments ſhew, 

How bleſt a Scene of Beauties did | view ! 

e/Etna, I thought till now, had rag'd alone, 

I knew no Rivals to that burning Throne ; 

Your Breaſts, as wel] may Adriration claim, 

For they are Snowy Mounts ejefQting Flame. 

What falls from Heav'n that Fiery Hill ſecures; 

Nor is it's Froſt near ſo Divine as yours. 

Columbus ne*er did ſuch fair Worlds deſcry, 

His Travels could not make Him bleſt as I, | 

Your Garments ſhow*d me Heay'n,they were the 

(Cloudy Sky, 

P Og 
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On your ſoft Globes Young ſmiling Cupids play, 
And tender Loves your Beauteous Iflangs ſiyay. 
Venus in State does on theſe Thrones appear, 
She keeps her Papbos, and Cytbera. here, 

Your Golden Locks, ſpread all around, would ſhow 
A pleaſing ſoil, where Milk, and Honey flow. 
Whoſe tides of Joys, reſery'd for Babes muſt be, 
It will ne'er prove a promis'd Land to me, 

This ſhews that Infants are more bleſt than Men z 

I for thoſe Breaſts would be a Child again. - 


To the Admir'd Mrs. Cr=---fts. 


— 
_—_— — 
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L* T other Poets other Subjeds chooſe, 

And Sing ſomeName proportion'd to their Muſe. 
But be you mine, be you my Charming Theme, 
Proclaiming yours, I gain my ſelf a Fame. 

Beauty, and Wit are by each other fir'd, 
Each raiſing that, which makes it ſelf admir'd, 

© (Charms inſpir'd, 
Thus ſhall you ſpread thro' me, me, whom your © 


To ſuch vaſt heights your Tow'ring Fame has flown, 
It can't grow more, than *tis already grown, 

| Such are your Merits, they tranſcend our Praiſe, 
But that's a Fog {till drawn by Beauty's rays. 


No 
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Ko ſhining Off”ring, worthy yoo, can riſe, 

For Mortals incenſe but obfcures the Skies. 
Where'er yon paſs, while Yonths around you Crowd 
Your Eyes Flaſh lighY'nings thro? the yieldiogCloud. 
The Swains, enamour'd with your Glances, preſs, ”) 
And, urging theirs, deny the reſt acceſs, (leſs. 
Your Charms might more be known, if noted 
We, when grown fond to view your Beauties, run, 
But find the nearer Clouds hide from obr ſight theSun: 
Thus, fince-your, Eyes firſt bleſt Ziberiia's ſhore, 
Your Triumphs hinder you to Conquer more. 


So, while the vanquiſh'd ſcorn a mean retreat; 
You might be greater, were you not ſo great." 
To you, fair Goddeſs, Viims daily fall, 
All would adore you, 'were you known to all. 
The Beauteous Warren, long unrivall'd, Charm'd; 
No Mortal Breaſt againſt her Darts was Arm'd. 
She ſtill Triumphant, thro? her Conqueſts, rode, 
For ſhe lias Charms which might o'ergome a God: «. 
But you,to ſhare her Empire, liither came, 
To ſhare an Empire ſetled long by Fame. 

To you this right, as you deſerve ir, fell, 
' $o much her equal, you almoſt excel, 
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Such are your outward Beauties, all muſt own, - 
All thoſe to whom yourWit,and humour's known, 
That Face was made but for that Soul alone. 

Of what can Paphos, or Cythera boaſt, 

Alas! the fame of thoſe Lov'd Iſles is loſt, 
Venus is now ador'd on bleſ: Hibernia's Coaſt. 
Hear then, thou Beauiteous, Celebrated fair, 
Exert your Pity, and receive this Pray'r, 

W hatever Youths ſhall be ſubdu'd by thee, 

(And all muſt be ſo, who have Eyes to ſee) 
Command them live at leaſt, and mildly prove, 
(Tho? in your Empire uncontrouPd you move,) 
The Queen of Mercy, as the Queen of Love. 


To a Lady having loſt three Kiſſes on a Wager 
with me," and refuſing to pay them, 

| _ (meſo? 

V 'TH Y, Charming Maid, ſhould you delude 


Can thoſe dearLips deny theDebt they owe ? 
Thole happy Lips, diſſolv*d in Balmy bliG, 
Envy'd by me, ſince they each other Kiſs. 
How do I long for the Divine delight, 
Whea they refuſe, what they at once invite ! 
He who with you will ſuch a Wager lay, 


Muſt hgld the ſtakes, or you will never Pay. 
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A Kiſs would m meto hopes of Bleſſings move, 

For *tis the Prologue to the Play of Love. 

Tell me, my fair, what are theſe Joys I want ? 
What is that, bliſs, which you refuſe to grant? - 

A Kiſs you fay—and prethee what i is this ?-' V 
' Why, all you Anſwer, is, that *tis a Kiſs. 

A pretty ſaying, by thy Lips it is. 

- Well, it's Exiſtence Juſt in nothing lies, 

It lives unborn, for when'tis got, it dies ; 

The ſickly Off-ſpring of a fond deſire, 

And what begets it, makes it ſtrait expire z_ 
While *tis enjoy'd with a more warm embrace, 
Your ruddy Lips diſſolve it's ſweets apace, (Face. 
WhileThouſapds more ſpread o'er yourBeauteous 
So Snow on e/£tna ſtill is meking fopnd, ; 
Yet ſtill it lies upon: the wond'rous ground. 
O let me Kiſs, and-rifle all thy ſtore, 


\ Olet me Sow, and reap ten thouſand more, 


PI Kiſs thee thro?, I'll Kiſs thy Soul all o'er. 
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Refleftions on the Pifure of Cupid, 
Imitated fron Propertius. 


THoeer he was, he does my fancy move, 
'V Y Who painted firſt the little God of Love: 
Phanly he faw the ſenſeleſs Lovers ſnare, 
What ſolid good they loſe, for empty cate s. 
Thence did he Juftly windy Wings impart, 
And made the God fly with a humane Heart. 
By Fortune's waves he knew us wildly toſt, 
While, by each daſh, we may be wreck'd, and loft, 
Jaſtly he knew what the old Poets ſang, | 
That fromthe SeasLove's Beauteous Mother ſprung, 
F'er-fince which time, unhappy Lovers: fee, 
Their Paſſion neer-can be from-Tempeſts free. 
It Ebbs and Flows, unfixt, not Tong the ſame, 
& rowling Ocean of tumultuous Flame. 
He feign'd him blind, with'true defign, to ſhow 
That eyery Lover, while he Loves, is fb. . 
Juſtly indeed his Darts were bearded found, 
For, what they hurt, can never be made ſound; 
And 'ere we ſee him, he is ſure to wound. 


' My Breaſt his Arrows, and his Image boaſt, 


But ſure his Wing with which he flies, are loſt; 
My 


ey 
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My Heart's his Throne, yet Rebel Paſſions Jar, 
Which Fire my Veins,and thro* myBlood makeWar. 
- Why Cruel Love, ſhould you the Tyrant Play ? 
By what pretehte can you demand your ſway ? 
But you have Pow'r, and I muſt ſtill obey. 
When I atn gone, who ſhall your praiſes ſing ? © 
And my Light Muſe can weighty glories bring. 
To Amaſia, LO 
CEE 
Y their ow# light myFires have long been ſeen, 
And ev'n my filence told what my fond pains 
ByBirth,andBeauty plac'd ſo high above,Chave been, 
All Mankind pays you Univerſal Love, 


(2. ) 
Your Beams, like Phebus, o'er the World appear, 
Nor need you wonder I perceive them here, 
Soon may I prove a Conqueſt from your Eyes, 
It is the Sya gives life to inſeQs, and to flies, 
(3-9 
High'as you are, I may at leaſt admire, 
Mine, like all Flames, by Nature will aſpire, 
Tho? you are great, I am not baſely low, 


He can have no mean Soul, that is ig Love with you? 
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As the raſh Youth who #: attempt the Sun, 
\Was ſoon deſtroy'd, and hurl'd by Thunder down, 
BY Fires as wild fo did Imadly burn, i | 
Ks fiercely ſtruck with my Amaſia a's ſeorn. 


 Y ( $. ) $333 r $4 -__ 
This Beauteous Danae's Fortreſs.could not hold, 
Could I but melt into a ſhow'r of Gold. 
Here, to have-gain'd at. all, were greater far, 7 


Than @ full Congaeft jn.a meaner War. |... > 


CEC 
You, like a God, can ACt howe'er you pleaſe, 
And may ev'n me, to;be your equal, raiſe. 
Yqp. vaſtly ſo, would prove your Pow'r the wn, 


In Crowning hin; who was _ Slave before, -- 


AY * 4 "* | he” | LHETBL 
Bryn £457 C3 BM « ' $9.60-2 ah 
To yon Juſt Heav'n large Fortunes did beſtow, + 
Love is the only bleſſing wanting now. 
It then my Paſſion muſt be neer approv'd, | 


O may you never know what * bot to- be beloy@.4” 


+: 
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(C8) 


The wholeAmbition that myThoughts have know, 


Is to be yours, :  Amaſo 38, yours alone ; 


Bleſt with your. Love, I ſhould flight Empires my -mare 


Than by. your ſcorn I was deſpis'd before, 


(9) 
But you, with Roman Pride, your Captives uſe, 
When we have yielded, you a Peace refufe. 
You drag me chain'd, and all my Love Proclaim, 
Thus you, Amajia, give'me Smoak for Flame. 


£10. ) 


But now, my fair, Eternglly adiev, 


Farewel, farewel to all my Love, and you. 
Tir'd with the race, no more I fiercely Burn, 


My dear young Daphne now ſhall to a Laurel turn, 


C. 21; J 
In vain alas! like Children, I pprſu'd, 


And chac'd, from Hill to Hill, a guilded Cloyd,” . 


Whilſt Ixion like, fond I, ſupposg'd it fair, 
And thought indeed to find aGoddeſs there. 


” 
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EF r2. 
WR thrs all dangers | had wildly gone, 
Led by Love's Fti@'ting blazes tiadly oi; 
O'airf prafp'd it in my eager Arms, (Storms; 


" 


The End of the Sevend Book, 
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Et mea, Neſcio quid, Carmina dulce ſonant. 


TO THE 
Right Honourable 


EVELYN 
EARL of Krmegſton, 


THESE 


"POEMS 


Are Humbly Dedicated 


By his Lordſhip's 
Moſt obedient 
and moſt Humble Servant. 


F. Hopkins. 
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Written to Amaſia. - 


S Men untry'd ſtand ſhiv'ring on the ſhote, 
And wiſh,impatient, the firſt plunge were 

Till at the laſt (o'er; 

Boy'd up with fancy'd hopes they ſhall not ſink, | 

Headlong they-leap, and leaping Spura the brink. ' 

So, dodbting long, the ruin'd EP ſtood, 

So plung'd —— 

But void of hope, down Love's impetuous Flood. 

- Others by Waters may, unsKilI'd, expire ; 

More fierce my wreck ; .Pm loſt in Seas of Fire. 

- With me, as with ſome wretch purſu'd, it fares, 

Oceans before, behind him Swords and Spears. 

Bold does he plunge, or tamely yielding dies ; 

. Eaſy his fate, or if he ſtands or flies, 

But oh ! what Sword—— 


What Spear can pierce like bright 414/a's Eyes! - 


Q | Yoa 
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You know my fate, you know, and make it too, 
. A!l I can be, . depends alone 6h you, 

lj! You know I Love you, too, too well I do. 

Wit Love with the humbleſt Paſſion, yet ſo high, 

Wt; | That but your ſcorti can with that Paſſion vye ; 

| Unhappy Paſſion !. thrice unhappy 1 ! 

Wh Il has the Partial hand of chante aſſign'd 

| i | Fortunes too ſlender, but too large a Mind. 

| 3 By this the greatneſs of my Soul 1 prove, 

jt | I Love with more than with a Mortal Love. | 

'l Yet you, the fair, imperious Charmer, you, 
Will not believe thoſe Vows I offer true. 

Too mean the Captive, and Obſcure the Prize , 
Under unhappy Stars that Lover lies, 


Where Beauty Conquers, and where Pride denies. 
In vain the proof of my pretence you ſhun ; 
You needs mult ſee what your own Eyes have done. 


But to convince you of the pangs I bear, 

O do not ſee alone, but ſee, and hear, 
Hear, tho* you never make the leaſt return, 
Hear me declare how 1 ſhall ever burn. | | 


Letters of FRY 99 


— 


1 To Amaſia. 

T* vain in ſlighted Numbers I complain, 

In vain I write, when I have ſpoke in vain. 
; Nor Tongue, nor Pen can you, Obdurate,move, 
} 


At once diſdaining either Wit or Love, 

In what a maze of griefs am I perplext !- | 
Love, the firſt Crime, and writing was the next, 
Both Crimes, yet both yield Anguiſh and Delight, 
For while I live 
I'm doom'd to Love, and while I Love, to Write. 
| Tho' ſenſe like yours permits no. ſoft return, 
Be mild at leaſt, ah ! do not, do-not ſcorn. 
| Believe I Love you, be aſſur'd I do, - 

Aſſurd— I Love, and could adare you too ; 
Why ſhould I urge what ſeems a Crime to you ? 
Yet I'll confeſs, tho? ſo confelling die, 

'Tis I who Love you moſt, 'tis only I. 

Of this, my Crime, as of deſert 1 boaſt, 

Yes, Iam Raviſh'd here 
To think, to know, and vow-I Love you moſt, 
Love is reported blind, tho' blind he be, 
[ Fee I Lovem—— 
And thou the obje&, all muſt own I ſee, 

Q 2 Spight 
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Spight of your haughty ſcorn, you ſee it too, 

Tho? you diſdain to look at me, you do. 

At once your Pride and Reaſon, you diſplay ; | 
Why ſhob1d you caſt the ſmalleſt Glance away ? : 
Others with darts from ſhooting Eyes are ſtruck, 
Me you confotind, and Kill'without a look. 

Would I could Learn, O teach this Charming 6kill, 
Teach me to fave my-ſelf, tho? not to kill. 

It cannot be, here the Obſtruftion lies, 

Unhappy, Eyes I have 
And I muſt look, as long as 1 have Eyes. 
*Twas they firſt drew the fatal Poyſon in, 
Would they——or I my ſelf had never been, 


* Put fate is paſt, I am, and they have ſeen. 


Seen ?—— Were that all, your $laye had ſtill been 
But ſtill the Soul Admires, whene'er they ſee. (free. 
O my Amaſia ! no, oh! no, ye Pow'rs ! 

She is not mine—— 
Nor wilt thou be, tho” I am ever yours. 

Would I were yours, but that, ye Pow'rs Divine ! 
That cannot be, for thou would'ſt then be mine, 
Can it not be ?——what can't the Pow'rs above ! © 
To them my lighted, humble ſuit PlI move. 
Rather, to thee— thou art the Pow*r of Love. 


'To 


—_——M 
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To Amaſia. 


S MenonRacks feel Tortures,and complain ; 
' 'Severer far than theirs, my Mortal pain : 
So, do 1 feel, ſigh fo, like them in vain, 


l, Like them confeſſing dying Truths at laſt, 
And bleſt that Power which Tortures me ſo faſt. 
Compar'd with mine 
Small is the greateſt MalefaQor's fmart ; (my Heart. 


Wheels break their Limbs, Love gnaws, and Tears 
Stay, let me tell my Nuorrous ſuff” rings o'er, 
And think——O no ;—— no let me think no more, 
Ambition vaſt my Airy Thoughts purſue, 
Confus'd, of all things, and yet all of you. 
You all my Notions, all my Senſe Enthral, 
Confin'd—confin'd to you ? yet you are all, 
Now, to Amafia's Charms alone I bow, 
Then ſhe diſdains 
; My own deſire muſt be my Miſtreſs now. 
Where-can my Anxious Soul at laſt have relt ? 


There 1s no Calm, but in Amaſia's Breaſt. 
WhenCer I ſee thee, Charmer, ſtep, or move, 
' My Sopl's on Fire, and 1 am all o'er Love, 


en 
© 


ro2 Letters of Love. 
Thro' every Vein the ſubtile Poyſon flies, 
And dancing, leaps at my enlighten'd Eyes. 
Thick on my Heart daſhes my boiling Blood, 
Waſh'd like ſome Rock by the inſulting Flood. 
Yet not.unmoy'd ; it trembles at each touch ; 
Mine's ſure no Rock, your Heart is only ſuch, 
Believe, Amaſia, could you know my Love, 
Rock as it is, ſuch Paſſion needs muſt move. 
Could you but know to what exceſs | burn, 


Soon would you pity him, whom now you ſcorn. 
Whate'er the Female, rigid Pride foretels, 


There muſt be ſoftneſs, where ſuch Beauty dwells. 
© think again, think on the ills I bear, 
And do not, do not drive me to deſpair ; 
Muſt all——muſt all be cruel, who are fair ? 
Beauty, like lightning thus it's Pow'r maintains, 
And leſs in Charming than in Terrour Reigns. 
O that true Love ſhould with diſdain be paid / 
O that my Paſſion ſhaald your ſport be made ! . 
Late, at your Father's Gates I ſaw you ſtand, 
And Knock for Entrance with a gentle hand. 
The conſcious , Gates ( kind to my Pray'rs) were 
I faw—— ___(barrd, 
And tho' at diſtance, fancy*d that I heard. 

Long 


P 
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Long time you ſtood, tho' then I thought not fo, 
You enter'd—where I wretched, muſt not go. 
Bleſſings ſo'great your harſh decree denies, 

Yet thou wert follow'd by thy Lover's Eyes. 

Not they, ev'n they, could full Admittance gain, 
The ſhutting Gates daſh'd back my ſight— 

My Eyes attempted, like my ſelf, in yain. 

Dull, - ſenſeleſs Eyes, which could that objett loſe ! 
O Servant, harder than the Doors you cloſe, 
Secure, like Dane in your brazen hold, 


_ Not Jove himſelf can enter, but in Gold. 


To Amaſia. 


S Men in deſarts loſt, with wand'rings rove, 
Thro' ev'ry,trackleſs thicket, every Grove, ff. 
So am I loſt—— 

And id bewilder'd in the maze of Love. 
To Men, and Gods, and Heav'a, diſtreſs'd they cry, 
Nor Men, nor Gods, but Ecchoing Woods reply, 
And threat*aing Thunder burſting from the Sky. 
In vain the Hills their ſad complaints reſtore, 

Or worſe than vain—— 


Redoubling back their Woes,they make them more. 
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" 1n yain, forlorn, they {trive themſelyes to ſhun, 


Their griefs purſue them, whereſo&er they run, 


_ Like me deſpairing, and like me undone, 


OfFring their lateſt Pray*rs, to Heav'n they ſue, 
Kneel to unpitying Pow'rs, as I to you, 
Unknowing where for kind relief to fly, 
Accurlſt lize me, like me reſolve to die. 

Cruel Amaſta ! no, I wrong thee there, 
For thop art zood a as Guardian Angels are. 
Gentle in Nature, Afﬀable, and Mild, 

Courteouſly foft— 


And Sweetly ſmiling, as a dreaming Child. 
What is my fate ? What Crimes muſt I atone ? 

|  (1done? 
What ?2— Tell me Heav'n! and Earth what have 


What have 1 done ?—ncer may the guilt remove ; 
Town, and boaſt my Crime, -my Crime is Love. 


Young tho” | am, I haye a Manly Soul, 
And full-grown Paſſions in my Boſom row]. 
Young tho" ] am, if you continue cold, 
Bclicve, maſa, I ſhall ſoon grow old. 
Alreavy have I felt uaſetled Fires, 

Already paſt all Youthful, vain deſires. 


e 


Whether 
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Whether by chance, or by misfortunes hurPd, 
Too well I know, and now deſpiſe the World. 
From all it's looſe, Fantaſtick Charms I flee, 
Contemning all it's Beauties—all, but thee. ' 
Like ſome Skill'd Traveller, o'ercaſt with Night, 
Gay, ſhooting Meteors, and falſe Stars I light, 
But riſe, and bow to the Sun's awful light. 
Each Meaner Planet might Attrad& the Eye ; 
But Sol in view, all Conſtellations fly ; 
What Beauty's ſeen, and bright Amaſia by 2 
Vou with peculiar force your Glances Arm, 
Nor do they ſhine alone, but ſhine and warm : 
Lovely in every thing! in all. yon Charm, 

? MU Why ſhouldT bring your Image to my veiw ? ; 

- O would your. Image could be;very you. | 
Burt I unbleſt, am by all Bars deny'd, 
Your Guardian Father, and your Guardiari Pride, 
Tho*. Death it ſelf from your diſdainl meet, 
i ask but this =—— 

Let me receive it at 47:4/4's Feet, 
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'To Amaſia. 


We can 1 think, can nothing,nothing move? 
Is there no way,no means to gain your Love ? 
'As Men'in Veſſels beaten by a Storm, 
By Winds and Waves, and all that fear can form, 
Look' often back for the forſaken ſhore, 
But that long loſt, tho? loud the Billows roar, 
Plow up amain the Seas, for paſlage o'er. 
So wiſh I oft I had not told my pain, 
Wiſhwhat I told con'd be untold again, 
All I declar'd, fince it wasall in vain. 
* Then ſtrugling Paſſions in my Mind revolve, 
Reſolv'd to move thee, but in vain reſolve. 
In ſpight of Winds, in ſpight of Waves PII on, 
T can at worſt, be, as I am, undone, 
Roar on ye Bolts of Thunder from the Sky, 
And at my Head broad Sheets of light” ning fly, *© 
(down, 
Burſt, ye charg'd Clouds, hurl faſt your Burthens 
I rage with ſcorching Fires ye cannot drown, 
Fall thick, and fave me from Amaſia's frown. 
Your ſcorn alone my Breaſt with trembling moves, 
He cannot, no, he cannot fear, who Loyes, 
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Once with your preſence bleſt—but once———— 
(kind Heav'n ! 

Thanks for that once, my humbleſt Thanks are giv'n. 

With beating Heart, and melting Eyes I came, 

Catch'd,at each ſtep,and every Glance,new Flame, 

Saw all the Charms that fancy rack'd can frame. . 

Slowly with mingled Love and awe approach'd, 

Stood, and gaz'd on, but never, never touch'd. 

Tortur'd at once with Pleaſure, and with pain, 

Smoth'ring my Sighs, for I had ſigh'd in vain. 

Faſt to my Face fluſh'd up my Mantling Blood, 

I ſtood O would I had for ever ſtood. 

Chang'd, as Romantick Lovers were of old, 

I ſeenr'd enchanted in ſome Charming hold, 

The place ſhow'd Paradiſe —- 

And you Iook'd form'd of an Angelick mould. 

As Men in Pangs and Agonies of Death, 

With Tremulous LipsCatch thick at parting breath, 

So, but with greater pangs your Syl-:s ſtrove, 

And ſcarce, ah ! ſcarce could ſpeak thoſe Words— 

Seated, at diſtance far, far off, with ſhame, (7 Love, 

And down-caſt looks I told you why I came. 


My bulineſs known, you put reſentment on, _ 
Ang ſeem'd to bid me, with your looks, be gone. 
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I could not go, Or had then obey'd, 

Ti: you, incens'd, oft murmur'd that I ſtay'd. 
Fow could I go without cne ſmile away ? 

Why did I move at all !— 

Fool that I was, I did not ever ſtay! 

O that thoſe Minutes were ſo quickly paſt ! - 4 
O that thoſe Minutes could not Ages laſt ! | 
Our pains remain 
But ah ! onr flecting Pleaſures fly too faſt. J 
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To Amaſia, 


Hink, think, Amaſia, on the Wounds you gave, 
Think how. your Eyes have made my Soul your 
© let your Pride before your Beauty fly, (Slave. 
What will yow- gain, -to ſee your Sylvius die ; 
'Why.am I lighted thus, Amaſia, why ? 
For Adoration are our Temples made; 
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: While thereare Altars, vows will there be paid. 
At Shrines the ſuppliant does with Off” rings move, 
Heav'n claims our Duty, as you claim our Love. 

«No wonder then my Breaſt ſo ſoon was fird, 

| For you were only born to be admir'd. 

The gazing World ſhall you the Charmer ſee, 

Adar'd by all; but moſt belov'd by me. 


——_ 


Where, 


— 
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Where, whete deſerv'd can'you confer yourCharms? 
Into what happy Youth's ſucceſsful Arms 2'/:.” 
Lovely in all; with form, and Face divine; - 
With Fort and Face Serenely Sweet as thine ? 
It canfiot be—— here all deſert is Bart'd, 
Heav'nr cant be priz/d—=— ' | 
:Tisalwags;giv'n, and giv?n as a PREY 
Impious the \Wretch who thinks/thy Charms to buy, 
1f Mortal Man can purchaſe thee, *ris I 

Nor Tranfient Gold, nor Titles' met to moye, 
Love only Merits you, immortal Love. 

Free from all Servile int'reſt. do'I ſue, 

I ſhould have all the World, in having you. 

Tho' my. ſmall Fortunes wreck'd, and loft'l agrn, 

I Court your ſelf, but for 3 your ſelf alone.” 


What more can in Ambition s Circle fall ? 
Her ſelf? Ye. Pow'rs ! Thy Charming ſelf is all. 
Let others Plow the fierce, .Jempeſtuoys, main. 
And vilit Lands, far diſtant hence, for gain, 
Let ſuppliant Souls for gilded honour bow ; 
Thou art my Treaſure, all I wiſh for,thov. 
Tho” now at partial Fortune l repine, 

I ſhould indced be rich, if thou wert Mine. 


PIR 
by ————————_ 


IIO __—_— of Loni. 


DE mE————_— yy +, > tomy, 4 Ll 


O never mine————a thouſand Bars deny ; 
Your Father —— think, O think-— 

Your Father Loves you not {o well as I. 
When you, by him conſenting, ſhall be led 
To the falſe Joys ofa gay Nuptial Bed, . ( Wed. 
May you abhor the Man, but for damn'd int'reſt 
Rather,kind'Heav'n ! (if ſuch a thing can be) (thee. 
May he be cold, indiff*reat, dull—yet doated on by 
Then may you ſay, when this curſt State you prove, 
Tho' Sylva wanted Fortunes, he had Love. 


To Amaſi Ia. 
Vy* Y did the Day its hateful dawn diſcloſe ? 


Why did I wake to be your Slave again, 

When in my ſleep I did a Conquerour Reign ? 
Vain Shadow of a Conqueſt ! all is vain ! 

To thy dear Arms, methought, I raviſh'd flew, 
And humbly yielding there, Triumphant grew ; 
Deluſion all, all falſe———bnt very you. 

With ſoft, ſubmiſſive force 1 gain'd the Field, 
And found the greateſt Triumph tkere to yield. 
To your Command my proftrate Soul I gave, (Slave. 
And was, when moſt your Conquerour, moſt your 
Q- 


Why wak'd yourSlave ſo ſoon, ſo ſoon aroſe? 
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Letter of 'Lyve. xn 


O that each Thought could the like Viſion Frante } *: 
Sure I wak'd then, and now, *tis now 1 Dream. 
Methought, Jmaſia niade a kind return, +. 
Methought, ſoft miles did all ber Face adorn, 
5 Abd ſhe ſeem'd Lovely as the bluſhing Mory. 
Young Love, Methought,dawn'd round your gentler 
You all o'er fondneſs, 1 all o'er farprize. - (Eyes; 
Olet me dare my Bleſſings to relate, 
det me tell thee my tranſported State, 
Extatick Joys beyond the Power of fate. 
Not to the happieſt Man unknowing Heav'n, (ven. 
Can ſuch unbounded Floods of flowing Sweets be gi- 
Free from all looſe deſires did Sylvins move, 
Which-real Paſſion, from it ſelf can prove, 
They only feel, who have not Souls to Love. 
Low at your Feet, long did I humbly Kneel, 
And in ſoft Sighs breath'd all the Pangs I feel. 
W hy ſhould my Pains, my racking Tortures ſtay ? | 
And why my Joys fleet with the Night away ! 
To ſmiling looks, methought, you chang'd your frown; 
And from your Eyes caſt ſoft Compaſſion down. 
Then , happy then ! ( but Dreams have fancy'd 
You kindly rais'd me up—— £ (Charms) 
Rais'd me, all bliſs to your endearing Arms. 
| | Forgive, 


[ 


| 
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Forgive, | angha, wat I here duihems; 

For Men may Dream of Heaven—— 

Eyn in the deepeſt Anguiſh of deſpair. | 

Chaſt are my Thoughts, chaſt is my Sacted Flame, ) 

Eyn in-deluding fleep, unknowing ſhame, ; 

For who can Sin, that does of Angels dream ? 

Cloſe to your Breaſt the trembling Lover flew, 

Which, when awake, no Mortal'dares to do. 

Then,—ye Propitious Pow'rs / yeThrones Divine ! 

| Receive, you 'Cry'd —— 

Receive me, Sylvins, I am ever thine; 

Who could,CandLive) thoſe Heavaly Accents hear? 

B *twas too-much, too much for Man to, bear. 

Like the fam'd Roman in his IYER reſt, 

Ifell—. 

And falling ſunk into Eternal = 

O would it were Eternal— would a no more 

"'k had awak'd, to feel my ſuff "rings 9;er, (before. =; 
| 
I 


Suff*rings , from-Pleaſures paſt, fargreater than 
Seldom, ah/! ſeldom dol find repoſe, 


Yet when! do, ev'n-thence my Anguiſh grows ; 
Ye gentle Slumbers of kind Death—— _ 


Withyour all bindingSeals myEyes for ever cloſe. 


To 
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| Kor bows, nor ſhakes,tho' the Winds fury grows. , | 
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*T; Armaſia, 


= Nongh——tis done, the fatal Work i is done; 
Now, Cruel fair! yon may diſdain me on, 


| No further ills has he to fear, who feels 
' | More Mortal Pains—— . 


ThanWretches daſh'd onRocks, .or broke onWheels: 
The flouriſhingOak ſhakes,when the tempeſt blows; 
The naked Tree does it's bare Trunk expoſe, 


Frown, gloomy Heaven! pour faſt your Thunders* 


_ Allthati cati, I have already known; (down, 


Frewn gloomy Heay*n,; and fair 4ma/:a, frown. 
Let me the worſt extreams of Rigour try, 
Heap on me all at once, I can but die. (flee ? 


Who, who's that Wretch whe can your Verigeance 


Or where's the Man who dares not die for thee? 
Scornjng, I laugh at thoſe who boaſt their fall, 


 Slighting all Deaths, and yet afraid of all. 


Why ſhould | Periſh , No, Ama/34, no, 
To tho? I fell, # could not gain you-fo ; 
Love is Romantick in the Shades below. 
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Death is a Thought ſhould never ſooth Deſpair, 
For I can meet no kind Amaſia there ; * 

Where ſhall I find thee then, O tell mg, where ? 
Thro? Seas, thro? Fires, o'er Monntains would I go, 
Ofer Mduntains cover'd with Eternal Snow t 

Thro' Salvage Wilds, thro' Dens andForreſts rove, 
Thro' the whole Univerſe, to gain thy Love, 

Tho” I diſdain with flaring Vows to Whine, y 
Hear me,yon ſtarry roof, hear me,yePow'rsDivine! 
There are no danpgers under Heav'n 


I would not brave, to have Amaſi a mine. 


Ir TH Cr = 


Letters of Fove. | 


We whence your Charms; whence 


(engaging Pow'rs 
Why do 1 wiſh to be for ever yours ? | 
Something peculiar in your form is ſeen, 
And ſomething ſtrangely taking in your Mien. 
Something there is, unknown, allures my Soul, 
Does all my Thoughts, and all my ſenſe centroul, 
-— Divinein every part, Angelick in the whole. 
Now, your Seraphick ſhape I wond'ring, Praiſe, * 
' Then, at each motion, every Geſture gaze, 


—_— 


But when your Face I view—— 

My ſenſe lies Raried in a Thoughtleſs maze. 

Others, to niove, may their Whole Beanties Arth, 

But you with every ſmalleſt part can Charm, 

Continue cold your ſelf, yet all beholders warm. 

| Yet this alone neer cou'd ſuch Paſſion move, 

. This could not make me, ev'n to madneſs, Love. 

Curſt be the hour, when 1 beheld you firſt, 

Curſt be the Day, thro” long, long Ages Curlſt. 

Curſt be the time,when I preſum'd to ſue,(rious yot; 

And Court, with humbleſt Love, the proud, impe- 
| R 2 Then, 
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Then, then it was your Senſe engag'd me more, 
Than all that Beauty had diſplay'd before. (give; 
Strange ! that indulgent Heav'n all:Charms ſhould 


Strange /- that Minerva ſhould in Yenus live ! 
But, ſtranger yet ! you Hate, for Love, return ; 5 


Tis hard to'know—— 
Whether your ſenſe be greater or your ſcorn. 
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To Amaſia. 


T laſt believe—as thou art fair, be good, 
Believe I Love ; you promis'd me you wou'd. 
_ can I proofs of my-Aﬀetion ſhow ? ; 1 
O had I Cromng—— « * 
' Empires and Worlds, far let thoſe trifles go, F 
All would I flight, all I can think, for you. © © 
Beyond thy Charms what can Ambition ſee z 
Thou arf'an Empire, and a World to me. 
While Eyes can look, and while thy Beayty blooms, 
(And that will be, *til the Pale Tyrant comes.) - 
While I have ſenſe to ſpeak, to live, and move, 
While I deſpair, (which muſt be) while I Loye. 
# While Seas ſhall roar,while Night and day ſhall laſt, 
Till the great doom of all Mankind be paſt, 
Still ſhall my Soul to dear Ama/fig bow ; 
And yet ſhe fancies that I Love not now, 
O Charming Maid / believe, at laſt believe, | 
Tis all your Sylvius asks you now to give, £ 
Relieve that I ſhall Love you, while live. 


R j-” Sure, 
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Sure, eva fi n from Death m my Paſſion muſt be free, 

Sure, when my Body dieg—— 

Yet the ſurviving part will think on thee. 

What. then muft come, none, while alive, can prove, 

But here, none truly Jive, who do not truly Lore. , 

O you muſt. needs be foll convinc'd 1 do, we 
I have no inYreſt in the World, _but you. 

Your ſelf I Gourt-— J X Ts 
And for Jour ſelf alone, your ſelf I wooe. F 
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To Amafia. 


FC you a believe myFlame,would that relieve ? 


You would but ſcorn the more, as you the 
(more believe. 


A real Paſſion but diſdain Creates, 


. And Pride's a Monſter that on Beauty waits. 


Cuſtom has taught all Virgins to be coy, 


+ And feeds their Vanity, but ſtarves their Joy. 


O'er Senſe, -o'er Reaſon, and o'er Love it Rules, 
Cuſtom, the Guardian, and the guide of Fools, 
Cuſtom, which leads us out, and brings us in ; 


And yet, *tis Cuſtom chiefly makes Men Sin. 


When we do. ill, the weak pretence we ſhow, 
The Poor excuſe, is, Cuſtom taught us ſo, 


'And all the World muſt with the Faſhion £0, 

If then, that Phantom muſt all AQs-approve, 
Know, that tis Cuſtomary too to Love. 
.Common toAall as Death ;——the Rural Swain 
 Sighs for the Nymph that Charm'd him on the 
And fits, and Sings like me, like me,in vain, fplain 
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F orſakes his Flocks, and ſeeks ſome cool Retreat, 


Shunning the Sun's, and Love's more ſcorching 

Spine he lies | (heat, 

Gazing on othersHerds,and as heSighs,they bleat.. 

The Soldier too, proud in his own Commands, 

Receives the Signal from his Miſtreſs Hands, 

- Ofer him Triumphant ſtill, where'er ſhe goes, 

At every Glance Alarm'd 

More than withDrums ntTrmpyts frown his foes: 

From Noiſy Nonſenſe Calm, entranc he lies, 

Ang Swears not now,—but by bis Charmer's Eyes, 
The pleading Lawyers from the Bar remove, 

And light all ſuits, but the ſoft ſuit of Love. 

An other's caſe, Loquacious, they make known, 

Impertjnently loyd ;- 

But as their Clients, ſilent, in their OWN. 

| Love, by ſtrange Pow” r,maintains | his Conqu'ring 

'And we muſt, in our own deſpigt, obey, (Sway, 3 

Speaking the leaſt, who have the moſt to ſay. : 


Amaſi a, thus I prove my claim to you, 
' All Mankind Love 


' But noge of all, as], unhappy, do. (new. 
There | cranſeend the Cuſtom, bold, extravagantly * 


I 


ts 
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, | In other things F 
-  Letall your Sex to their olf Law refer, 

 'Amaſia is belov'd, Love ſhould be Law'to her: 

- Let others boaſt their Titles, or their Arts, 
; "But only Hearts ſhould haye 3 right to Hearts. 

_ And yet, Iown you are not þlindly led, 

' For Reaſon bids you ſhin the humble Bed (Wed! $ 

Reaſon ? —who ever Lov'd.that did with Reaſon, 


o 
go 
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W Amalia 


4.0? Senfe'prevaiting Checks # kind return, : 
-Tho' Senſe, cold ſenſe, permits you not toÞ it _ 

Yet Senſe can never 'bid Amaia foorn. (burn, : | 
Sy Fire's deeree, Lovg rags in the Blood 3 
(A Paſſion cannot be by! force withſtood, 
For I would hate Amaſia, if 1 cou'd. 
Can I at once mention thy Name, and hate ? 
Love Choaks that Word, for Love to me is fate. 
Reſeatment now.does with ſoft Fondneſs Jar, 
Reaſon and Love wage an Eternal Wary 
Love Fights—Love Conquers ſtill ; 
And my own Heart is, his Triumphant Gar. 
In vain I call my Senſes to my aid, 
In vain Rebel, he will be ſtill obey'd, 
For I am ſoon'by ev'ry Senſe betray'd. 
Now, I reſolve thy Beauties to deſpiſe, » 
And4ook——bit look alas ! with longing Eyes. 
Each pointed Glance, with haughty Courage Arm'd, 
Looſes its Edge, and at thy ſight grows Charm'd. 
In all I yield, and ſtrait, ye Pow'rs Divine ! 
My Heart, and Soul, as well as Eyes, are thine. 
Whene' er 
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F (Wheneer I touch thee, I tranſported grow, 

- Whene'r I-touchi, which bit in Thought Id, 
tore ſoft.thou ſeem'ſt——,. 

Than downy: Swans,or thai: the Fleecy Soom: ' (on 
| Thy Fragrant Breath—— ro 22707 fl 
* More ſineHing-Sweet than rithelt partie him 

\ Than Scents of Violets, -or the blooming Roſe. 1 
To catch new Sweets, oft. flying Zepbirs ſtay, - 

© Around thy Lips, and with thy Trelſles play, C 


- Then plea&d, with Whiſtlings fiy—— 
And on their Wings bear the dear ſpoils away. 
In thee all Odours, keep their Foy'd aboad, 
- One ſigh of yours would Gharm, or meg a God.” 
' From place to place, taſtlefs of Food, I rove, 
Þ Loathing all elſe—my only food is Love., | 
Muſick, be dumb—what Muſick can I hear ? c 


-Amaſia's Voice can only Charm my Ear, 
All's diſcord elſe—there's only Muſick there. | 
Thy Ayres,at once,Fann,while they raiſe the Fire, Þ 
Thy Words beyond all others Songs inſpire, | 
= | Charming the Poet more than his Apollo's lyre, 
Seraphick ſtrains from every Accent ſpring, 
Sing not Amaſia- COS 
Forth | ſhould grow Immortal, ſhould you ſing. 
 Whenger 
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| Wheneer you ſpeak, fond of the Charming ound," 
With the Lov'dVoice the Hills,and Vales rehound, 
Scarce, ſcarce at laſt by repetition drown'd. 
O had the Vocal Nymph fuch ſtrains reſtor'd, 
Had Eccho's Voice been ſuch, Narciſſus had ador'd, 
Raviſh'd like me, he had Ana as his choice, 
And had not Burn'd— 
For the RefleRjion of a Face, but V Qice, 


w— 
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To Armaſia. 


HY am lI charg' to lay aſide my claim ? * 
Why am I charg'd to ſtifle facred Flame? 


| Let the dull Hind Plow up the Patient ſoil, » 
And duller Warriors in their Trenches toil. . 


To gainful Trades their Sons let Fathers bind, 


And let the Sailor, 20, purſue the Wind !' 
In their own Spheres let eyery Mortal move; 


And let, (Amaia) let your Sylvius Love, 

Bid the bright Sun be now no longer bright, * - 

Bid the ſacceeding Stars withdraw their light. , 

O would thou couldſt,thet/might my ſuff*rings end, 
There's not oneStar in Hgav'n that ſhines myFriend. 
Bid rowling Billows, ceaſe to laſh the ſhore, 


'Bid the inſulting Tempeſt ceaſe to roar, 
"Then bid me ceaſe to Loye, and to adore. 
'O Charming Maid ! Bid thy own Beauties fade, 


Till then, Mankind muſtLove thee, Charming Maid ! 


"Why wert thou form'd of that Celeſtial Monld ? 


Gold's baſe to thee—O be not bought with Gold; 


- Beauty ſhould only be for Paſſion ſold. 


Freely 


_— 
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s _—_ on me confer the Heav'aly ſtore, 
Freely—— as Nature gave it thee before, * 
And Heav'n, by which'twas form'd —— 
Will, pleas'd, ( if poſlibleÞ yet make it more, 
Where ſhould the Loyely fair her Charms confes? 


” "IE . 


Where ? but to that food Youth— 
Who Burns,and Bleeds, and Sighs,and Dies for her? 
Receive me, O receive me to thy Arms, "1 


Or.if thou ſtill wilt Fort withdraw thy Charms... 
Let me ſome caſe from Mortal ſuff 'ripgs find, 
O be not too, too Lovely, yet unkind ; 
*But thou art Deaf to Pray'rs— 
As raging Seas, or as the Storming Wind. 
Ofr, when alone, you Dance before my view, 
And every thing I think of, torns to you, 
Flee, Phantom Love,—or where ſhall Sylwiws flee !* 
Why ſhould I think—ſhe never thinks of me, 
The Cruel, Haughty, Proud, Imperious the. 
O ſay,  Amaſia, whom all Charms adorn, (ſcorn ! 
' Can'ſt thou feel no Remorſe, and wilt thon ever 
Gods ! *tis too much tobear—it can't be born. 
It muſt, alas! how idly did I rave ? 
What Charm can ſuccour me, what Pow'r ca ſave? 
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\Þ Now I reſolve by force thy Houſe to Storm, 

Again I Fave—— | A 

But what, ye Gods / cant Men i in Love perform ? 
Sometimes, on wilesI think, becauſe I know -. .... 
| Aontins gain*d his fair Cydippe ſo; | L 
| | Again reſolve near your aboad to ſtays 
i And ſnatch, and-carry thee by force away, 
Statch, like the Bird of Jove, the Lovely prey. 

/ The Thugd'rer's Enſfigns On his Wings he rears, 
| I Love's light'ning's fiercer than the Flames he bears. 
This *midſt a Thouſand other Thoughts, comes 0n, : 
Orythia ſo was by Young Boreas won, 

Then, as you paſs By the Crowded Street, _ . 

[ think—your Syviss thinks, his fair to meet, £ 
- $And fall a ViQim, proſtrate at her Feet, , 
Yoon will a paſſage to my Heart be found, 
, 

> 
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TheSword but ent'ring whereLove madetheWound. 
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To Amaſia. 


O Cruel fair ! at length, receive my Pray'r, 2 


At length, return my Paſſion, Cruel fair ! 
Think what it is to Love, and to Deſpair. 
Wheneer | meet Acquaintance in the Town, 
Thoughtful I paſs, & look dejefted down,( noon 
Scarce knowing Friends, and &*nto Friends ſcarce) - 
Strait, with concern they ask me what I Aile, 
* And Cry, why Pale, my Sylvius, why ſo Pale? _ 
Silent I.ſighing ſtand,nor ſpeak,nor move, (prove, 
Soon, ah ! too ſoon, from thence my griefs wor 
And tell melaughing--Youth,PoorYouthlyouLove.) + 
Thinkihg on thee, 4maſia, all the while, A. 
_ Fond their ill-natur'd Pity to beguile, | 
Ev'n in Deſpair I force a racking ſmile, 


With ſcornful Jeſts my Friends their Pity ſhow ; 
Yes, - proud Amaſza too can pity ſo. 


Almoſt in Tears, yet forc'd to ſmile again, 
My Pain concealing, 1 encreaſe my Pain. 


Love, Tyrant Love urges thoſe ſad Extreams, . 
Like Winter Suns, | ſmile with Watry Beams. 


Vain 


- Vain are my weak Devices, and deceit, 


| Letters of Love: 126 


«a. vas, 


They talk of buſineſs—and I name you ſtrait. 
Why Bluſh you now ; why Pale again ; they Cry ; 


Why ? ——you ſhould Anſwer.them, Ama/ia,why. 
..A Thonghtleſs Ignorance on Love attends, 
; ;Tell me the cauſe, that I may tell my Friends; 
I this, fair Charmer ! you refuſe to do, 
PN lay it all, charge all my change on you. 


Take then the Reaſon, Friends, Companions, take— 


= You ſee me Pale ; *tis for Ama/19's ſake, 
- Toyou (once Dear) and to the World I own, 


L Love [ Love Amajia, her alone. 
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To Amaſia. 


Ould the true Lover all his ills declare, 1 
Makeknown his tedious fifF"rings to his fair, 
Sure, ſhe would kindly liſten to his Pray'r, | 
Sure, all his Woes would ſome Compaſſion move, 
* Sure,. ſhe would Pity, tho? ſhe could not Love. 
Hear, hear, Amaſia, what I feel for you, 
For by your ſelf, by your Dear ſelf, *tis true, o 
I Love almoſt to madneſs ——Gods! I do. 
My Eyes no reſt, my Soul no-quiet knows, 
Sylvius is tortur'd, whereſo' er” he goes, 4 | 
No peaceful flumbers Crown me with repoſe. 
All Day I rave of thee, and afl the Night, 
Ev'n in the gloom, I have thee in my ſight, | 
Nor am I Cheer'd by the all-Cheering light, 
Wing'd with my ſighs, the Minutes ſlowly fly, 
When every Mortal Creature fleeps—but I. 
Why do you rack me thus,Dear Charmer ! me £ 
Now wild Chimera's in my fancy grow, 
Now, now [I think I ſee thy Beauties glow, &| 


And ſtrait my guſhing Tears in Torrents mw 


: by 
Letters of Love, I31 
Flow on, ye Streams, Flow; ye Tumultnous Streams, 
Not all your deluges can quench my Flames. 
Excuſe cach Blot, which to your view appears, 
{ ſtain the Paper leſs with Ink than Tears. 
BB Strange force of Love, which can ſuch wonders do ! 
| WW Raiſing our Souls to make them lower bow. 
Thus, while it Works me to the laſt exceſs, 
Making me more than Man, it makes me leſs. 
Each tedious moment of the Night 1 ſigb, 
As on niy Bed, lodg' like Deſpair, 1 lie, 
No Greature there, rio living Creature Nigh. 
- Plac'd near my Feet, . a ſilent Taper ſtands, 
But not like Hymen's, when he Joyns kind hands. 
Like Death's PaleTorch,a glimm'ring light it yields; 
Or like the Glow-wortn Fires in Winter Fields. 
Sometimes my fancy ſhows me Pale and dead; 
"And direful Furies yelling round my Head: 
'Again—(what cv'n would be in Death deny'd) 
1 ſee Amaia Mourning by my ſide, 
Atid hear her fighing Cry,—1I come, thy Bride. 
Convincd at laſt, her Charms my Soul could moves | 
Convinc'd at laſt, *that I did truly Love. ' 
' $ylvius, with thee, down to the Shades below, 
With her own Sylvius ſhall Amaſid go; 
| | 6 3 Theres, 


« 


 , 
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There, thy "_ Love, thy Conſtancy, to Crown, 
Thy Lov'd Amaſza ſhall be thine alone. 

Rais'd' by this Thought, I ſtrive to ſeize my fair, 
But Oh ! I find no dear Amaſ/za there, 

Your very Image flies 

And novught is left me real, —— but Deſpair. 

From ſide to fide, guiltleſs of fleep I turn,* 

And now I Freeze, now, as in Feavers, burn. 

Oft on thy Name, and oft on Heay?*n I call, 

And Kneel to every Pow'r, and Pray to all. 

Then, huſh'd by Weeping,as the Wind by Show'rs; 
I ſpeak in ſofteſt Murmurs only yours. 
Amaſia—Dear Amaſia—then I ſigh, 

Amaſia ſleeps —and all things fleep——butI ; 
The Virgin ſleeps, and will not hear my Cry. 

O may the ſofteſt, Golden ſlumbers Crown, 

Her Charming Eyes, and every trouble drown, 
Since1 am Curſt, may I be ſo alone. 

On me the worſt, the heavieſt Sorrows fall, 

All may ſhe ſcape, fave her, kind Heay'n from all. 


To 
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C To Amaſlia. 


Hilſt ſome vainFops repuls*d,and oft deny'd, 
Turn Love to hatred, and ſoft Pray rs to 


MF I, when the moſt by your diffain deſpis'd, (Pride; 


Confeſs thy Charms are ſtill Vivinely priz'd. 
He, whoſe Addreſs the worſt ſucceſs can move, + 
That Wretch, that Falſe, Mean Wretch could never 


*Lavers likeBeggars ſhould kindPray'rs beſtow, (Love. 


Whether their cravings are reliev'd or no. 


- But you, too harſh, will no Petitions meet, 


And tho* you wont relievye——— 


Deny to let me Periſh at your Feet. 
O tho' you n&er ſupport me in my want, 


Yet hear at leaſt,*that is not much to grant. 

O *tis too much——accurlſt by fate's decree, 
The ſmalleſt favour is to great for me, 

The ragged Wretch, deſeas'd, who at your Door 
Falls down, and Begs,Decrepid, Friendlels, Poor, 
At leaſt you Pity, it you give no more. 

This, every Day, almoſt each hour I view ; 
Who would not beg, ſo to be pity'd too ? 


But more for anySlaye, than for your own,you do. 


S 3 Europa 
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ys thus on the Sydenian ſhore 
"Viewing a Bull, with Pleaſure hear*d him roar, 
Fed him with flow'rs, then, mounting on him, rode, 
Till the tranſported Bull became a God. 
More to relieve him ſo, the Virgin ſtrove, 
Than ſhe had done, if ſhe had known him Fove. 
O to what form can 'x this being change, 
Into what parts, and whither ſhall I range ? 
Strange Love! Strange Wiſh ! Fantaſtick Notions 
, (Strange J 
Vain my deſires, all fond endeayours vain ! 
Alter'd from what I was | 
I am your Slave, and muſt your Slave remain. 
The humbleſt, real Love no change endures, 
While | haye any being, I am Yours, 


Wm ——_—— 
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See, how they fall 
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| To Amafia, 


Ark—howl ſigh, mark the laſt dyingGroan, 

Feel how my Heart beats thick —obſerve 

, "(my Moan, > 

My Breath comes ſhort, and now — ; 
Now in that other ſigh my Soul is gone. J 


Now, do faint, yet oft, too oft revive ; 


—— 


(Happy the dead ; none can be bleſt alive. 


From Tortures freed, but to be kept in pain, 

I am, like Sentenc'd Wretches, rack'd again. 

See, how my changing Colour comes and goes, 

Se, how Amaſia ſmiles,yet all my ſuff”rings knows, 
See, how my Tears my Sickly viſage drown, 


And drop by drop trace one another down. 
Stream on, for there the Lovely Charmer ſtands, 
Stream, till ſhe dries you with her tender Hands. 
Falſe Tears! yet Kind,tho? Falſe; O kind ſurprizey 
My Tears afford me what my Sight denies ; 


My Tears preſent her Image to my Eyes. 


To the true view Amaſg ne'er appears, 
And yet ſhe kindly Dances in my Tears, 
v9 4 — Kindly? 


f., 


F 36 Letters of Love. 


Kindly ? —ah! no; ſuch Mirth yields no relief, 

She, Dancing, Triumphs in her Loyer's grief. 

Blindneſs by Weeping, I to ſight prefer, 

If only Weeping can preſent me her, 

Since, but by loſs of ſight, her form I find, 

To Weep, is ſeeing; all ſight elſe is Bling. 

Thus, the effe&t of grief, the grief deſtroys, 

And thus my very ſorrows yield me Joys. 

In every drop Amaſia 1 eſpy, 

Amaſia, always in my Tears, but never in my Eye, | 

Strange ! that your Soul not.the leaſt ſoftneſs bears | 

Strange / that thou know it not pity, yet art lodg'd | 
(in Tears ! 

Still as they flow, they bring thy Image on, 

Thy Image 1 is in every Torrent gone 3 

T think 

I ſee a thouſand Charmers ; ; ſeeing none. 

By ſome Learn'd Sage I muſt inſtruted be, 

If 'tis the fancy, or the Eyes that ſee. 


Let me not boaſt oft ſo your form I view, / 
My Sorrows multiply, as faſt as you, 


Above all Gemms, 1 prize each flowing Tear, 
There *tis you ſhine, that's bright 4maſia'sEphere, 
:Thov, the {air Qtþ art evgr rowling there, 


Thro' 
33 
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Thro? Waters thus enlighten'd fancy Spies, 

What the clear Air to eager ſight denies ; (Skies, 
Thus theSun's ſeen in Streams,tho? Clonded in the 
Thus did the Flood to fond Narciſſus ſhew (do. 


{ 


' What no ſearch elſe thro' the whole World could 
- When with each falling drop Amaſza goes, 


The next ſucceeding drop a new Amaſia ſhows, 


Falſe Omen that !——1 ſee all's Shadow now ; 


For thou thy {elf art fled 
How wilt thou come again ? inſtru& me, how ? 
For thy true loſs 


' Think, Charmer, think how Pompous is my woe, 
K When thus'T Weep to ſee thy Shaddow go ? 


Like Radiant Sg}, from the Tumultuous Main, 


From Tears you riſe, and ſet in Tears again- 


While thus thy form appears in watry Eyes, 
From Floods I ſee a Second /7nms riſe, 


13 8 Letters of Love. 


To Amalia. 


E E, how in Sorxows Drown'd I trembling ſand, 
See, how my Pen falls from my Feeble Hand. 
Why, let it fall—Pll now embrace my Chain, 
No more in Words, no more in Sighs complain, 
And neyer, never write, deſpis'd, again. 
To end my Woes, and Life, at once, T1l try, (die, 
Burſt, burſt my Heart—loſt Wretch ! run mad and 
Tear firſt thy Eyes, there let thy rage begin, 
Thy Eyes firſt drew the fatal miſchief in, (ſeen. 
For thou hadſt never Lov'd, if thou had'ſt never 
Hurl, - hurl the Bleeding Balls, and let them meet 
Their abjet Nogm, ſpurn'd by Ama/i4's Feet. 
| What have they done? how does theirCrime appear; 
What could they do, but look, when ſhe was near ? 
With ſight Seal'd up, Men ſleep, tho Stars ſhine' 
But the Sun riS'n—— (Bright, 
All Eyes are Opea to receive the light. p 
. O ler me grow diſtrafted with my Moan, © 
And roving in ſome defart land, unknown, - 
Loſe my loath'dLife and Senſcleſs, ſtiffen intoStone. 
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Evn then the Marks of deepeſt Woes ll bear, £ 


' And ſtand the very Statue of Deſpair ; (my Air. 
A frightful Wildneſs in my look, and Terrour in 
I, B Strange! ſhould wiſh this deſp'rateState toprove, 
Strange ! that no Charm your rigid Breaſt can 
Strange ! you deſpiſe——— (move, F 
| - The ſofteſt, deareſt, and the tend'reſt Love ! 

No Charm butGold ?—Oh ? wilt thou then be ſold ? 

e, W Wilt thou Debaſe thy ſelf to Servile Gold ? 

'Kis Golden wiſh, when 24idas came to die, 
He Curſt——and wiſht him Poor, yes, Poor as I, 


| Ev'n when I go to offer up my Pray'rs, 
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To Amiſlia. 


* bh O much, too much you Tyrannize, proud]! 
3. Maid | 


More than you ought, you do my ſenſe invade, 
' (yours Obey'd, 
Whilſt the Commands of Heaven are lefs than 


And beg the Gods to eaſe my Mortal cares, 


My Heart is thine, my Words are only theirs. .. 


Where am I ſafe from this thy Charming Skill, 


Thy Eyes,thy Conquering Eyes can at theAltarKill 


fn vain to Shrines for refuge I repair, 

For I can find no kind 4ſſylum there. 
Where ſhall I fly to ſhun thee, tell me,where ? 
Like mine, LZeander's Am'rous Paſſion came, 
He ſaw——admir'd the Maid 
And as ſhe Offter'd incenſe, Catch'd the Flame. 
Like him, to Yenus Faireſt Maid, I ſue, 

And as you Pray to Heay'n,* I Pray to you. 

Your Fan, Love's enſign, painted Flow'rs diſplays ; 
Bchind that Shrine the Loyd Amaſa Prays. 


Hide 
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(| Hide not thy Face, no paint can be ſo Fair, 
There Roſes bloom, ;and eygry Sweet dwells there. 
OI Conjure thee, by the Pow'rs above, * 

1 By thoſe you Pray to, by the Pow'r of Love, 

| W By all that's Dear and Sacred, by thy Charms, 

ff Receive thy raviſd Sylvius to thy Arms. 

$0, may thy Beauties have Eternal ſprings, 

Love hov”ring o'er thee with Extatick Wings. 
- $ ſhall thy Husband ſtill thy Lover be, 

And none ſhall ever Lbve and Live as we. 

But if thy Pride bids thee low Fortunes ſhun, 
May you at laſt to loath'd Embraces run, 

And dully Marry with Conſent— 

Some Country Booby's awkward, ſenſeleſs Son. 
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T6 Amaia. 


O W fir will Love his Conqu'ring Wings &: 
O muſt myNortal ſuff*rings never end? (tend! 

They cannot, no ; each ſigh Love's flight ſuſtains, } 
O'er my own Heart in my own Breaſt he Reigns, 
And holds too ſtrong,my ſtrugling Soul in Chains, 
Thy growing Beauties yield him freſh ſupplies, | 
His Darts are pointed by Amaſig's Eyes. 
Thy ſoft Cotnmands are by this Cheif obey'd, 
?Tis you, who teach Love warfare,CharmingMaid! 
And on his Standards is thy form diſplay'd, 
I yield, I yeild, thus Proftrate low, I fall, 
Love's Goddefs thon ! thou Conquerour of my all! 
You all my Thoughts, you all my Speech employ, 
Thou giv'ft me pain, and thou car'ſt give me Joy. 
Whate'er you pleaſe to do, I pleas'd, apptove; 
Hate, where you hate, and where you fancy, Love, | 
Sun of my Days ! and Phantom of my Nights ! 
Source of my Woes ! and Spring of my Delights ! 
Fond of my Life, ſfiould you make kind returns, 
Yet now I ſlight it, fince 4m49/ia ſcorns. | 
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Thence, , thence the Poet's Helicon would'flow, 


Y- 4na/ia's Name ſhould at the' Stars arrive, 


— 
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aſt as you make me, either Curſt or bleſt, 
Form'd to your will, my Soul is rajs'd, or preſt, 
And ſwells and falls, like thy ownCharmingBreaſt. 


It with thy Breaſt do. 1 my Soul compare, 


Thy Breaſt—the Seat of all that's Sweet and fair, 
Thy Breaſt—O. Scene of Pleaſures ! ever bloom- 
(ing there. 
Whit: i in my Soul Deſpair her Court maintains, 
And with deep Pomp in ſolid Darkneſs Reigns. 
Thy Breaſt !—O never let me loſe the Theam, 


There, as entranc'd, let my lull'd fancy Dream.” - 


© could I gently melt the Loyely 4g 


And I ſhould need no other Muſe than you. 

If now with Frozen coldneſs you inſpire, ( Fire, 
O could you burn, how fierce would mount the 
Flaming with Joy, and ſparkling with deſire. 

To heights ſublime would ſoaring fancy drive, 
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Amaſia long, long Ages ſhould her ſelf ſurvive, 
No ſad decay ſhould to thy Beauties come, 
As in thy Face, when mould'ring in the Tomb, 


They ſhould for ever in my Numbers bloom, 
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More laſting far than paliſh'd Marble made, 

While Men could read, thy glories ſhould not fade. | 
Thy Lovely Image thro' the World ſhould go, | 
TheWorld ſhould thee it's gteateſtCharmer know, C 
Thy Charms, which ſeem Immortal, ſhould be fo. 
Round thro? the Univerſe thy Fame ſhould flee, 


My Verſe ador'd ſhould live, by giving Life to thee! 
Sound, Fame, thy Trumpet, to the Skies E—_ | 


Amaſjia lives, for eyer lives in Fame. | 
Sound too her Sylvius lives; Love Life inſures, 


Known, while theSun,the God of Verſe endures, 
Known for, myQlnſtant Love, An9/a,cverYours, 


* 
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MADAM, WW 
Have heard , and may web T7 

I know your Charafter, for. I have 
ſtill been told the ſame by every Body, 
Tou are above bang, T itularly Noble ; 
| your Vertue is the true Nobility. *T'is not 
| for meto attempt your Encomiums ; for all 
' | the Aﬀtons of your Life bave given you,and 
hall give you praiſe. The eaſie greatneſs 

| of your LI emper, your courteous Aﬀability, 
| | 3o#7 Generoſity, your Charity, your (r00d- 
'f neſs, and your Pity, bave Uni Yard 
| | ſpoke 


| 
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our Charafter, Your Vertues are 
pong? urjes your Poets ; and 'tis 
thro' them t emory of your = hall 
live, thro" #h&þ24 wdl GA | your Chil- 
dren, who by their Happy Education ſhall 


ſtand the adrhdrable Cypies'd their bright 
Original, | 

n you, Madam', T bave fixt , as t 

Patroneſs of theſe Poems, you who are all 
Vergye , and all Goodneſs, can beſt defend 
them from the Cenſures of detradting 
Tongues ; your Name prefiz'd to them, 
muſt in it ſelf proteft them ; for none will 
imagine 1 ſhould preſume to Play the Li- 
bertine, when [I approach the Temple of 
Diana. 'T be. followmg Stories are out of 
Ovid's Book, Intithd Metamorphoſis, 
the beſt , as well as the Chaſteſt Poem' he 
bas writ; and _ ſoever Þ have fail'd 
in transfuſing bis oetry into the Engliſh 
Language, F dave be poſitive he has bot 
nothing of his modeſty by my Tranſlation ; 
for 'T conſider that whatever off ring ts lay'd 
Chaſtly at your Feet , you will not Spurn : 


ceptance, 


This, Ma1am, Courts Modeſtly your Ac- || 
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ceptance, without the leaft Impurity, with- 
out Flattry ; ſo much I truly Honour and 
I Efteem you for your [lluftrious Chara@er, 
- | that I bave even Dedicated to you, without 
' 14 @ 9k, for I am ſincerely, with all 

due deference and reſpett, your Vertue's 
Fuſt Admirer, and, 


Il Madam, 


Your moſt Obedient 
Moſt Humble Servant, 


7. Hophins. 
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A are is the trading Stock" the Authoy 


tves bis _ 4s = do to their 
ounger Children, as ſoon as they think 
thems Tears Matare enough to plies go the 
World. As for my. 0, I honeſtly diſavow 
all pes: toit ; and only write now to ſatisfy 
the Lady Urania, that I heve to the left Volame 
forborn to mention her Name in hopes ro have 
——— diſcovery of her, in order to return bey 
the thanks ſbe deſerves, with all the praiſe ſhe has 
| given me ; all her own, I receiv'd it, not bee 
cauſe I had, by Merit , any right to keep it, but 
becauſe, as all praiſe is her's, ſhe has Power to 
! give it where ſhe pleaſes, Whoever this Charming 
; padirk is, I muit confeſs ſhe's altogether ans: 
known to me, and when Tread the Panig yrick (it 
has been pleas'd to ſend me, I have reaſon to fear 
[ am as much anknown to ber. Tho” the C 
ment (he has made me in her Verſes be « very great 
one, ſhe may yet confer one much greater on me it 
permitting me i read her Face. 
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Meiamorphoſio is of Loves 
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—_—S 


FITS and Pomona: 


* 7 Hilſt Peace o'er Latium ſpreads 
/ (it's gentle Wings, 
And each pleas'd Swain arnidſt 


Chis labours Sings 3 


in] her own i os undiſturb'd with,care, 
7 Pomona flouriſht, and was connted fair 3 : 


: Her blooming Beauty ſtill the ſame appears; 

Not Bloſſom'd only in the Spring, like theirs, 
| She Loves no hunting, ſhe admires no Garhe, 
| Covets no Groves, nor any Silver Stream ; 


Her happy Pleaſures with her Fortunes fait, 


She prunes her Trees, and ſhe preſerves her fruit, | 


Knows nought of Love, but what Tradition told, 


And fears ſuch Rapes as ſhe had heard of old; 


Therefore her Orchards with a Wall defends, 
And lets in none but thoſe ſhe thinks her Friends; 
V Off 


2 Metamorphoſis of Love. 
Oft did the Satyrs, oft in yain, eſlay, 

To make the Virgin to their lult a prey, 
And force her thence, to be enjoy'd, away. 
Ofc'too did 'Pan attempt the Chatmidg Maid, 
And oft Silenus made the Nymph ak 

Priapus too, who others Fruits ſecures, 
Longs 'moſt, Pomona, but to rifle yours. 

Yet more than all the ſweet Vertumnus blooms, 
Dreſt in his Charms, where'er the Virgin comes. 
He could all ſhapes, whate'er he fancy'd wear, 
Would now a Souldier with his Arms appear, 

An Angler next, and like a Reaper ſoon, 

Chang'd as he pleas'd, and made all forms his own. | 
Hopeleſs to gain, now each diſguiſe he fears, 
And ſeems a Matron. in declining Years. 

Tohis own Godhead he the Maid prefers, 

And quits his Beauties, but to gaze on her's. 
Born on a ſtaff, with creeping Feet he moves 
To the fair obje& he ſv fiercely Loves. 

Salutes her firſt, then eagerly he preſt, | 
And claſpt her cloſely to his Throbbing Breaſt. 
Fond tho' he was, tho” his deſires were ſtrong, 
He Lov'd td well, the Charming fair to wrong, 
Tho' all-o'er Innocence, all ſoft, and Young, 


The 


WW: To Lore the Pleaſures of the Nuptial Bed. 


Iſ- 


- Kindly ſhe Thanks him for his Courteous care, 
BY Welcomes his viſit, bids him welcome there. 
* Prays him fit dow! on the next Bank, and view 
' Her rip'ning Fruits, where all-the choiceſt grew: 
- Around he looks, around the Pregnant Trees, 
And praiſes laviſhly each plant he ſees, 


= Commends both that, and the induſtrious Maid, 
Who gave its Cluſters fo ſecure a ſhade. 


© Gods in the Skies, and Demi-Gods below, 
- Havequit.theirHearv'n,and all theJoys they know, 


' And what I tell you for a truth believe ; 


£ 
pn IE 


wut Atmrpbghs of Love. 3 


—mm———_— 


The Vertnous Maid receives her Lover's Kiſs; © | 
And thought old Women's were the ſame as his, 


Obſerves a Vine, how with the Elm ir ſpread, 


Thea tells her, ſhe ſhould by ſuch ſights be led, 


How many-Swains for her a Flame had born ! 
How had ſhe rack*d them with continu'd fcorn ? 


fo look, and gaze(my Beautevis Maid !) on you. 
But, ttuſt me, 'child, my kind advice receive, 


The fair Yertuninus all your Charms approves, 
And out of force he muſt confeſs he Loves. 
He, only he, ſhall be my choice for you, 
And you your ſelf, 1 hope; will cliooſe him too. 
| V 3 |  Nong 


4 Metamorphoſis of Love. 
None knows him more than I,theYouth ſtill blooms, 
Sweet is his own, yet he all ſhapes aſſumes. 

Wiſh what you will, he puts on every form, 

And each he Wears, has ſome peculiar Charm. 

He dwells in Gardens, - and has charge of bow*rs, 
His whole delight the very ſame with yours. , = 
None is more Beauteous, none than he more ſtrong, _ $ 
The ſmiling God is thro! all Ages young. £ 
al: > him Firſt Fruits of all your Trees are due, 
WH Which Joyful he receives each Year from you. 

"(il But now not thoſe he will accept, but thee, 

| [9 Thou muſt thy ſelf, the next, bleſt OfPring be. 
' hi Believe. this Courtſhip from himſelf, ſuppoſe 
tf What I have ſaid the fair Yertumnus knows, 
Shew then your Pity, he no more ſevere, 

The God kimſelf will ſoon be preſent here. 

So may your Fruits ſurvive the Winter Froſk, 
So may you ever the ſane Beauties boaſt, 

And may nor they, nor ought of yours be loſt. 
- Thus when he faid, himſelf again he grew, 

And ſtood all Charms before the Virgin's view. 
-Thro' Clouds of Age he darts his youthful rays, 
And now the Glories of his Face diſplays. 


— 
—— = 
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Metamorphojis of Lone. 6 


—_— 


| All o'er Divine, he ſtands tranſported there, 
And gains a Conqueſt ofr the wond'ring fair. 


— —_ —2_ T * C EIA C— 


Venus and Adonis. 


HE Queen of Love is by her Son inflam'd, 
And hates thoſe places for her preſence fam'd. 
| Þ page, Cytbera, no, nor Heay'n can pleaſe, 
| only Heavea the fair Adonis is. 
BY. Toall things elſe the Goddeſs him prefers, 
- Andher whole care is to confirm him her's. 
8 She fears her Charms boaſt not the Pow'r to move, 
b (Tho? Beauty's Goddeſs) her Adonis Love. | 
With all her Arts ſhe decks her ſparkling Eyes, 
- Withall Attrations which make Paſlions riſe,, 
Now, like Diana, does her game purſue, 
Nor heeds what ways ſhe paſſes ſwiftly thro. 
. Hyrts hes ſoft Limbs on the unfriendly thorn, 
; Her tender Limbs, too Beauteous to be torn. 
She hunts the Hare, and the more Stately Deer, 
But fears the Boars, and bids Adonis fear ; 
Wou{d have him bold to follow thoſe that fly, 
But ſhyn pyrſuers, and be ſwiſt as they, 
FE 72 FS Ju. 
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*Thence ſtrait the Lovers to their Joys withdrew, 


KL 


T Thoſe Men are « bitave, who fight their equal foes, 
You ſhew but raſhneſs, to encounter thoſe, 

I beg you neer thoſe Salvage Beaſts engage, 

By Nature arm'd, and which by Nature rage ; iN 
Your Youth and Beauties pleaſe the Queen of Love, » 
But their roughHetrts yourCharms can never move, i 
Let, got your Goddeſk ſtand expov'd in you, | 

For, with Adonis they wound Venus too. 

Come my ſweet Boy, my weary toil perſwades, | 
And yonder Poplar Courts us to it's Shades. ; | 


Py DH «4 © 


Andbleſt Adqnis, Charms Immortal knew, 
How did he there of her Dear Flames approve ! 
A Heav*n of Beauty, and a Heay'n of Love! 
Loſt in their Pleaſures, for a while they lay, 
And thoſe too, foon were loſt, as well as they. 
In ſmiles, and blaſhes, they at length ariſe, 
And dart ſoft looks, one at the other's Eyes. 
She leaves him there, drawn by her Snowy Swans, 
And Waves an Airy Farewel from her hands, 

A Boar appears, ſoon as the Queen was: gone ; 
Advice is loſt, where Conrage urges on.” 

' The Lovely Boy ſtarts up, nor knows to fear, 
And feels a Paſſion too to Conquer there, 


With 


de i - FRO oo + IS. 


Meremaploſ f _ 


* With his ſtrong Dart he Wounds his flying foe, 
| Not Fhebus certain hands ſtrike with a ſurer blow. 
- The raging Beaſt the Bearded Javelin drew, 


| And with his Open Mouth, upon him flew. 


«tis monſtrous-tusks the fair Adonzs wound, 
- And leave him bleedifig on the recking ground. 


4 | His dying Graans the wretched Goddeſs hears, - 
F i But her own Shricks*more loudly pierce her Ears. 
BY She drives her.Chariot to the Qiſmal ſound, 

1 And in his Pangs her Dear Adonis found. 

WH Ah! who can tell the griefs which Fenus move ! 


. Now Queen of ſorrow, not the Queen of Love. 
* Shecalls aloud, ah! my Adonis ſtay, 


" Thus, is it thus, you my Commands obey ? 


Ah! cruel Boy ! you have my Peace betray'd, 

If you had Lov'd me, you had ſure obey'd. 

' Then her rich Garments, with her Hair, ſhe tore, 
 AndWip'd his flewing Wound withRobes ſhe wore. 
Beating her Breaſt, and Bathing it in Tears, 

_ Faſt with his Flood ſhe ſadly mingles' her's. 

To breath new Life, ſurpaſt her Female Pow'r, 

She chang'd his Blood into a Fragrant Flaw'r, | 


V 4 Pcrſeus 


Metamorphoſis of Love. 


wv 
$* 


Perſeus and Andromeda. 


# by E Cenqu”ringPerſeus now his Wings had | 
To his ſwift F eet, his Faulchion to his ſide y 


When, thro? the Air the darfatleſs Hero flies, 
Free as the Birds, who cut the liquid Skies, | 


Now far beneath him he perceives a Maid, 
Oa the hard ſhore, in Iron Fetters lay'd. 4 
A moniter's prey was the fair Virgin brought, *; 
The faireſt piece, that ever Nature wrought. | 
Chain'd toa Rock, ſhe waited there her Doom, 
Naked, and Whiter than the Snowy foam. 

The fiying Hero now deſcends from high, 
Where iie had cours'd along the Airy Sky. 

With a fixt !ook he views the Virgin there, 
Amaz'd, and wond”ring he admires the fair, 

*Till he forgot to fly, forgot he was in Air. 

Had he not view'd her Hair, which flow'd behind, 


Held looſely wavipg by the gentle Wind, . 

Hag ſhe not wept, and he her ſorrows ſeen, 5 
He would haye thought ſhe had ſome Statue been, 1 
Strait he deſcends from where he lately flew, \ 


Iwpatient now to get a Keager view ; : 


dd, ov 


4 | , Cloſer, i 
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Metamorphofis of Love. 9 
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HY Cloſer, and cloffr to the Maid be came, 
i ; And all at once he feels a raging Flame. 
F; With Love, and fear, with wonder, and with awe, 
By flow degrees he does towards her draw. 
' With his Eyes fixt, all motionleſs he ſtands, 
: 'Then, why ſhe wore thoſe Fetters he demands , 
AF He thought her worthy moſt of Marriage bands. 
Declare, he crys, thou matchleſs, Charming fair ; 
i Why thus in Chains? What are thyCrimes ? declare, 
BW Who ug'd thee thus, and tell me Juſtly why ? 
i How can ſuch Beauty be condemn'd to die ! | 
I Thou ſhalt by me, thy Champion, be reſtor'd, 
i For thee theThundfrer 's Off-ſpring draws hisSword, 
q '$ay, if deliver'd by the Son of Jove, 
Shall your Life purchaſe, in return, your Love ? 

4 $ay, Charmer, ſpeak ; methro” a brazen hold, 
| ; He got, deſcending in a ſhow'r of Gold. 

Y The baſhful Virgin ftill perſiſts to mourn, 
' FH And for his Words, ſhe does her ſighs return. . 
Þ Her growing ſhame ſtill more her ſorrow moves, 
She weeps, and bluſhes, while with Joy he Loves. 
1a Chains extended at theirlength, ſhe lies, 
While he, in tranſport, feeds his longing Eyes, 


-- & 


Falg 


to Metamorphoſes of Lowe. 
Fairi would ſhe hide her bluſhes froty his view, 
But. that her Fetters hinder'd her to do. E 1 
With deep regret her ſhame the Virgin bears, : # 
And hides her Eyes with conſtant Floods of Tea, 
Ofc tho' he urg'd her, ſbe kept ſilent long, E | 
But thus,at laſt,unlock'd her trembling Tongue. ; "tj 
My conſcious Mother, fatal too, as fair, : 
Her's with proud Juxo's Beauties would compare, , 
Who, in her Vengeance, moſt unjuſt, decreed, || 
That L unboaſting, forher Crime ſhould bleed. | 
A dreadful monſter from the Seas will riſe, 
And I, *tis I, muſt be that monſter's prize. | 
With his broad Breaft he will #he Surges Plow, 7 
O there, there,«there, I ſce him iſſuing now. | z ; 
Save me, ah ! ſave me, haſt with all your Pow'r 1 g 
And, gen'rous Youth, I will be ever yours. ; I 
Thus ſpoke the fearful, Lovely, Charming Maid, 
Who ſigh'd, and wept, for ſhe was ſtill fraid. 
And now the Seas began aloud to roar, 
With the apparent Monſter haſ?ning to the ſhore, 
When the bold Hero o'er the Billows flies, | 
And Tdw'rs above him, up, tow'rds Silver Skies, 
- The furious Beaſt his gliding ſhadow views, / 
Which, chacing eager, he o'er Waves purſues. 

As 


4 


—— 
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OS 


MN bs Jove s ſtrong Bird, who has a Dragon ſeen. 
1 = his neck, and ſtrikes his Talogs in ; 


Ys, the deſcending Perſeus Sheath'd his Smord 


I = vaſt Beaſt, who like the Oceans roar'd. 


\e wounded Monſter o'er the Billows bounds, 


| ha turns fierce on him, to give larger wounds. 


* 
;a (0 
A 


w far beneath the Waves he dives, and now, 
iſes TS and does the Surges Plow ; 
3s ſome Hand, does he wildly Play, 


f id from his Mouth pours out a bloody Sea; 


| þ 'E dreadful Jaws the flying Hero ſhuns, 

1 Ar d his bright Sword, thro” his thick Neck he runs, 
MWloudly he roars, the Maid the Eccho heard, 

3 "And ſome new Monfter on the ſhore ſhe fear'd. 

; | Mad with the anguiſh of the wound, he raves, 


And laſhes with his tayl the ſuf ring Waves. 


Bf fight in the Air he ſpoyts fuch War'ry Clouds, | 


| The Hero thought he was beneath the Floods. 
"Nl His wings now wet, and flagging, down he falls, 
And is receiv'd upon the Monſter's ſcales, 


Now with his Faulchion does he bruiſe his ſides, 
And, as in Triuwph, on his foe he rides, 


12 Metamorphofis of Love. | 


Who Mad, and Rabid, turns his angry head, 
On tow'rdSthe Hero 9 with wide Jaws he fled, 

| (wound lay dead- " 
Caught i in his Throat his Sword, and with thell. 
Strait from the Beaſt ViRorious Perſeus flies, - 
In haſt, unloos'd, and fo receiv'd his prize. 


Picus and Canens. 


G nm? Picus in Ayſonia Reign'd, 4 
Who gen'rous Horks for the Hattle train'd. 
The Prince was born, and bred jn Latian plains, ; 
The Joy of all the Nymphs,and Envy of the Swal 
He lights their Wiſhes, but'for Canens burn'd ; 
Canens he lov'd and ſhe his Flames return'd. _ | 
This Beauteous Maid alone can claim his Loves, 7 
In Woods,and Rocks, her Voice compaſlion moves, H 
Swift Rivers ſtop their courſe, wheneer ſhe ſings, ir 
And Birds neglett the hours: of their Wings, Bt 
While her ſiveet tunes Celeſtial Muſick yields, 
Young Picys hunts in the Laurentian Fields ; 


Follow*d by Courtiers, he purſues with ſpeed, , 


Arm'd with two darts, upon a fiery Steed, 
; : ' FI , Ofer 5; 


* 


* Miterrlofſ of Love. 3 
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e Hill, and Vales, he courſes ſwiftly bold, 
Tyrian clad; and buckled cloſe with Gold. 
þ Wh 1 now, fam'd Circe wand”ring on thoſe Hills, 
X Wer jr Gacred lap, with Magick fimples fills, 
Wicce ſhe ſees, and with the fight amaz'd; 
W ts Herbs fell fron her, as ſhe gaz'd. 
4 jnitcly he paſt, yet, that ſhe Loves ſhe finds, 
b Iva to meet bim, were he wing'd with Winds. 
Þ Airy Boar ſhe forms, which takes it's courſe, 
| ir 6 to thickets, which no Steed could force ; 
F v 1 hich Picus ſees, ang quits his foaming Horſe. 
Foot he follows the deceitful ſhade, 
"WVhen ſtrait the Day is darken'd'by the Maid: 
L vc h Charms ſhe uſes as might force the Moon, 
4 Or oo her Father's Splendour, ev'n at Noon. 
f F bw, Picus far from all his Gards remov'd, 
| he Charming Maid thus tells him how ſhe Lov'd.. 
y thoſe fair Eyes, which have ſuch Pow'r on-gyine, 
s K | ind by that dear, alluring Face of thine. 
© 4: , when a Goddeſs ſues, nor rigid prove, 
'» U Phebus bis Offſpring offers thee her Love. 
| My Parent Sun I darken in the Skies, 
Yet have no Charm to ſheild me from your Eyes: 


£80 

"x 

gb 93 
2 p 
4 x27 [ 


"Ther; 


* C. 
- "I% 


I 14. Metamn phoſs of Love. 


They, brighter far, ſhoot out more ſhining Fl 
His Radiant Chariot bears leſs burning Beams,” ': 
Pity that Nymph wlio is your ſuppliant grown, -. i x 

And to thoſe Fires you kindled, add your own. ik; 
Thus wooes the Maid+-but he reply'd, -ia vain, MT 
WithAm'rousWords,you tell yourAm?rous paig; 

Me Canens Loves, Canens mc belov'd again, * | 


(pri : 
Scorn'd, and repuls*d,, thus threats ſhe loud-J 

What Woman's hatred dares,when wrong'd i nka 
Thrice.to the Eaſt, thrice to the Welt ſhe turn} 


+ 113;-. (Earth he ſpurg 
Thrice' __ him with her Wand, and thrice! 
* Strait,, with unwonted ſpeed, he ſwiftly flies, 4 
Chang'd to a Bird, and.cuts the liquid Skies, Þ 
His wings the Purple ot his Cloakaſſume, Et 
The Gold,which claſpt/bis Garments,turns coPly , i 
Thg day grows clear; and hunting all abroad, : FF 

The Guards, and Couttiers call aloud their Lord, 

Circe they find, and-while they threatning ſtand, /” g 
Them too ſhe changes, with her Pow'rful Wand: ' 

In dreadful ſounds, he all her Charms repeats, - 


And raiſes Woods, and Foreſts from their Seats. 


The 


Metamorpinfs of Love? 1 g 


ir leaves look 15 apohey bluſh with drops of 
3) ; (gore, 


4 7 r Groans, by howl, Eccho repeats it o'er, 
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A d hollow Rogks 1a murmurs hoarſly roar, 
[hro' all the Air unbodied Spirits glide, 
| | d on the tainted ground black,ſlimySerpents flide, 
dw Night comes on, and gloomy fears it brings, 
Þ Canens mind, upon it's Cloudy Wings. 
nfr fus'd,thro' Woods, with lights her Servants fled, 
veſt of Pieys,* 'whom ſhe fancies dead. 
hey not returning, from the Court ſhe ſtrays, 
# as chance led her, follow'd wandring Ways. 
ub s$ Banks ſhe ſits, in ſad Deſpair, 
ent with a tedious ſearch, and Melancholy care. 


1 here piging, ſtill ſhe weeps, and weeping Sings, 
E Wick ſweeteſt Voice, the ſofteſt, mournful things, 


I $0, to Meander's'Streams Swans-ſlowly fly, 


i Ling their own Breath away, and Charming die. 


j, ' ot long ſhe liv'd, yet ever lives ig Fame, 


F And ſtill the place ſhe mourn'd in, bears her name. 


Fa, 
s k 


Jupiter 
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Jupiter and Europa. 5 
F Umble and ſoft niuſt the Swait's Paſſion prove; ” 
| Greatheſs can never well agree with Love, 4 4 


Chang'd to a Bull on the Sydonian ſhore, 
The Thund'rer now does in new Thiinder roar: 
The fleſh in ſellidg rolls his Neck adorns, þ 
All Snowy White, he ſtood with peaceful Horny, 
Made ſmooth as REID! tho* ſmall, they glitte te { 
* (bripl " 
He ſeen'd for Beauty form'd, and not for fight. 
His Eyes no Wrath, his Brows no Terrour wear, } 


His milder Aſpect does no threat'nings bear; { ; i. 
Europd views him ſtrait,” nor knows to fear. | " 
With inward Joy, he ſees the Royal Maid, * 
By whom, he ſoon with choiceſt flow'rs is fed, . 


In her fair Hands the grateful Food ſhe bore, 
Which oft he kiſt—ah ! ſcarce deferring more. 
And now he rowls along the Golden Sands, 
The Virgin ſees him, and delighted ſtands. 
Oh tow'rds him near, and nearer ſtill ſhe drew; 
And now he ſports, and wantons in her view. 


Extreatnlyl 
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, Gtrcmnty pleas'd, ſhe ſtroaks his proffer'd Breaſt, 
"And his rich Horns with Flow'ry Garlands Dreſt z 
| The Maid's behaviour did more Courteovis *"hg 

\ & Than it had been, if ſhe had known him Fove, | 

hy "Half kneeling now, the Am'rous Bull bends down) 

| Andthe 1 Maid mounts hisBack, ah ,too too vent'rous 

" is EE grown. 

2 Strait \by degrees,on tow” rds theSeas he flies, (prize. 

4 : Then, ruſhing thro? the Floods, bears faſt his Royal 

4 'Sarickin ſhe turns, to view her Native ſhores, 

bs | "Whilſt the Triumphant Bull , loud as the Oceans 

0: ( roars. 

| b The he righted Maid, held, with one hand, his horn, 

| Wl hile her looſe Robes were in the other born, 

( : "With conſtant 1 Eyes, ſhe view'd the ſhore behind; 

q Sher lighter Garments flying with the Wind ; 

| rembling her ſelf, and as they flutt'ring ow; 

The very Garmetits ſeen'd to tremble tos; 


X Boteas 
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Boreas and Orythia. 


F* E fair Orythia ſtill remain'd unmov'd, | 
Tho! ſhe by Boreas had been long helov'd. 4 w | 
No kindled Flame he in the Maid could find, 
Nor raiſe one ſpark with all his force of Wind, 
His colder blaſts all Anrrous beat ſuppreſl, 1 - 
And chill the warmth of theYoungViregin's Breaſts! 
So much he Lov'd, he but i in ſighs .could blow, S 
Which ſpread his Fires and made them fiercer glow! | 
'Till at.the laſt, when he all means had try'd, W- 
Had often ask'd, and been as oft deny'd. T | 
Vex'd, and inrag'd at her unkind diſdain, 
And rack'd to find that he had burn'd'in vain, 
Storming aloud, all Furious does he move, 
Incens'd, with Anger much, but more with Love, . 
In ſhow'rs of Tears, he ſheds his wat'ry ſtore, th 
Yet all can't lay the Tempeſts rais'd before. 
In Bluſtring ſounds he does aloud Proclaim, 
With all his Breath, his Lov'd Orythia's Name, 
Wildly,from place to place in haſt he roves, 
Tells allthe Vallieshis rejeted Loves, 
ThenWhiſpers ſoft Orythia to the bendingGroves 


3 . WW * >» 


mW RW ew 4 C3 -m Wwe + Y id mn SY RE ad ES 


As 


| Metamorphoſis of Love. 1 9 


FI 4 


F 


i As thro the Foreſts in Deſpair he flies, 1. 
- EachTree that he Salutes,for his ſcorn'dPaſſion ſighs; 


8 Ah! Charming Maid, he erys, too late I find, 
" That you are deafer than my Northern Wind ; 


 Willnothing-move you, nothing make you kind ? 


"BY Where can your Favours be by you beſtow'd, 


] * When you refuſe them proudly to a God ? 


] | Alas ! you know not, beauteous, ſcornful fair, 


; How I make War in our wide Field, the Air. 
| There 1my Breth'ren in a ſtorm aſſail, 
HY And Fight with Oaks, and beat the Earth with Hail, 
I meet all Winds with ſuch impetuous ſhock, * 
8 i "That Thund'ring Skies with our encounters rock. 
| I toſs the Billows, and I daſh the Floods, | 
* And force outLight” nings from the burſting Clouds, 
. Tow'rsI throw down, and fly thro' hallow Caves; 
Driving pale Ghoſts,all trembliogy to their Graves. 
, Whene er ] ſhake my horrid Wings around, | 
" Their Airy motion ſtrikes with Blaſts, the ground; 
| 1trail my dusky Mantle on the ſhore, 
" And, when 1 pleafe, I make the Ocean roar, 
Fierce as I am, where ever elſc I flee, 
Yet, ſoft as Zepbyrs, do I play with thee; 


X 4 
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' This faid——he ſtrait the Lovely Maid beheld, 
And he reſolves ſhe ſhall be now-compell'd. 
In Clouds of duſt,” which, he had rais'd, hehid, ' | F* 
And there obſerv'd whate'er Orythia did. 
Soon ſhe perceives him, -and not yet grown kind, 
Out-fled the God, tho* the ſwift God of Wind. 
| His ſpeedy flight his fiercer Fires had ſpread, 4 
+ Fleet, as Love's ſhafts which wounded him, he fled, ; 5 
*t And, now he overtakes, now raviſhes the Maid. 
Th Vain might hisWings, with all their Fleetneſs prone | 
ng Unleſs aſliſted by the Wings of Love. 


i | Tphis ard Janthe: 


Jn and T elethuſs, free from care, , 


Had long together liv'd a happy pair 
Bleſt with ſuch ſtock,as might themſelves maintain, *F 
And bring content, while childleſs they remain. 
But now, her time of Labour drawing nigh, 

The Child, if Female, Lygdus dooms to die. 
A Girl, he ſays, too great a charge would prove, 


For, *tis the Portion gains the Suitor's Love. 
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Sad. Teletbuſa, griev'd at what he al, 
- And greatly fear'd the Child would prove a Maid. 
L She from the curſe fain would her off-ſpring free, - 
- But his Commands had paſt his firm decree. 
- And now the helpfyl Goddeſs, 1s, came, 
' To comfort Felethuſa in a dream. 
'M To her, a ſacred Promiſe there ſhe made, 
; Bids her rely on her alone for aid, 
MY And Nurſe the doubtful Of-ſpring of her Bed. 
| q | Now from the Room the pitying Goddeſs flew, 
HW When, ftretcht, tow'rds Heav'n, herHands the 
E | Woman threw, 
"And ſtrives, awake, to think her Viſion true. 
WM Encteaſing throes at length a Girl diſclos'd, 
But, by the Father, {ſtill a Boy ſuppos'd. 4 
$0 cloſe the cheat was hid, that it was known 
BY But to the Mother, and the Nurſe alone. 
The happy Lygdus feels an inward. Joy, 
And giyes the Name of Ipbis to his fancy'd Boy, 
Now thrice five fleeting, happy Years were fled, 
And his Young heir muſt fair Fanthe wed. 
7 Topether ſtill at their.own ſports they play'd, 
And Ipbis Loy'd her, tho? her ſelf a Maid. 
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Like Darts, at once, their ſimple Boſoms ſtrike, _ ( 
In all alas ? but in their hopes, alike. i» 
The Nuptial day, appointed, now draws nigh ; \ 
Janthe thinks the hours too ſlowly fly. ' 
Her Charming Lover ſhe believes a Boy, ] 
And hopes in her to find unpraQtifd Joy. = 
But wretched Iphis, tho? beloy'd, Deſpairs, | 
And utters thus, in fad complaints, her cares. eh 
No Maid, Nke me, did &er fo ruin'd prove, } 
' Forl am loſt in ſtrange, prodigious Love. hs 
Fhe Gods, in pity, ſhould this form deſtroy, JM | 
Iphis can neer be chang'd into a Boy, 1 " 
Nor can Jantbe give a Virgin Joy. | 
Compoſe thy Mind, curbin thy wild deſires, ; 
Think of thy Sex, and quench thy Fooliſh Fires. | ' 
Some other obje& for thy Paſſion chooſe, t 
Reform thy will, and Love as Females uſe, 
Alas! I can't, —For then, I ſhould Jantbe loſe. 
M00 There lies my woe, that cauſes all my care, | 
l " And what ſhould bleſs me, drives me to Deſpair. 
” Of all the Creatures plac'd beneath the Sky, 
The beaſts that tread the Earth,the Birds that fly» p || 
None ever yet was greatly curs'd, as 1. 
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Of all Created things that live, and move, 


No Female ſuffers for a' Female Love. 
What comfort now to wretched me remains? 


Tis only hope which Cupid's flight ſuſtains, 
Lovely I ſeem, and Charming to my fair, 
- Each for the other does a paſlion bear, 


Evn in ourSex alike—ah! would wediffer'd there. 


"Then with our wiſhes all would ſo6n comply, 
+ Nor do our Parents, nor our Friends deny, 
"The longing Virgin too, fond to be bleſt as I. 


| ( But now alas !: thou canſt not happy be, 


bd 


Nor ſhe enjoy'd, tho' Men and Gods agree, 


| Alas! ſhe may, ſhe will—by others—not by me. 
All, but the greateſt bliſs, from Heay'n I prove, 


Far as they could, the Gods have crewn'd my Love, 
And now the wiſh'd for day will quickly ſhine, 
When dear Fanthe will be ever mine. 

Alas! I rave, and ſhall diſtratted grow, 

In ſpight of Heav*n, ſhe cannot cer be ſo. 

With this dire curſe, my fatal Nuptial haſts, 


} To thirſt in Rivers, and to ſtarve at Feaſts. 


Let no glad Hymen at theſe Rites appear, 
We both are Brides, there is no Bridegroom here, 


X 4 This 
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p 6 This. and much more the Mournful Virgin ſaid 3 
'Put diffrent griefs perplext the other Maid, 
Whofor her long-delay'd embraces pray'd. 

$till Teletbuſa new excuſes Frames, 

Fancies, and Notions, Auguries, and dreams, 
But now n6 longer are the Rites delay'd, 

'And the next Night, Maid muſt be Join'dwith Maid, : 
The Mother now loſt in-her Juſt Deſpair, | 
Unbinds her own, and her ſad Daughter's Hair, 
And to Propitious, Is offers up her Pray” r. 
| Bowing, towards the Altar, firſt ſhe came, 

T hen, kneghios, does the ſacred promiſe claim ; 
The Altar ſhook, and flaſh'd out awful Flame. 
Loud Timbrels rung, the great ſucceſsful ſign, 
And Ti elethuſa bows, and leaves the Shrine. 
Whom Iphis follows with a larger pace, 
Short, curling locks, and a more Manly Face. 
For their chang'd Child his Parents Praiſes ling, 
And ſacred gifts to Ihs Is Temple bring. 

This Verſe, writ o'er the Altar, was diſplay'd ; 
What Iphis Vow'd, a Girl, a Boy, be pay'd. 
NextMorn they bothto their wiſh'dNuptials move, 
At Night, his Sex the vig'rous Boy does prove, 
And both ave happy in their Mutual Love. 
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Tereus and Philomela. 


P* Winters now, Wing'd with their Storms, 
| (were fled, 
x Since Progne firſt did Royal Tereus wed. 
WY When thus.the Artfol fair her ſuit did move, 
Ufg'd, as a proof ot his continu'd Love. 
If yet, my deareſt conſort is not cloy'd, 
Nor flights thoſe fiveets he has ſo oft enjoy'd. 
If, but the leaſt ſoft Paſſion yet remains, 
"I 1f yet, free Love ſprings from your Nuptial Chains, 
W 1f, any Fires, yet kept alive you bear, 
Bf Or value theſe Embraces, grant my Pray'r ; 
Grant, on ſome Terms, I may my Siſter ſee, 
Send. me to her, or elſe bring her to me. 
Promiſe my Father ſhe ſhall ſoon return, - 
He ſhall not long his Philomela Mourn, | 
All Bars, which hinder his aſſent, confound, 
And then my wiſhes, and*my Joys are Crown'd. 
Tereus, well pleas'd, without the leaſt Diſpute, 
Commends her Fondneſs, and approves her ſvit, 


The Seas now paſt, and all the danger o'er, 
He lands, ſucceſsful, on the wiſh'd for ſhore, 
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And now, Pandiin Welcomes there his Ws. 
Who tells him why he thro ſuch hazards run, 
And ſtrait, his Progne's urgent ſuit begun. 
At firſt, ſmall watmth his kind entreaties ſhow, .. 
Bat Philomela ſeen, more fierce they grow. 
Richly Attir'd, the Chatming Virgin came, ; 
And from her Eyes,cach glance is Flaſh'd,like Flims 
The Youthful King ſtrait burns with fond deſire, 
Like Sun-dry'd Reeds,which, at each ſpark,takeFirg 
The Luſtful Paſſion can't be long withſtood; | 
For now it Rages in his boiling Blood, | 
_ And, like ſome Rapid Torrent, ſwells the Flood. 
His riſing ſighs, like Boiſt'rous Tempeſts blow, 
And Paſſions Seas all Reaſon's bounds o'erflow. 
Some Thoughts, like Waves preſt by the tides H 
: (are gone, WW A 
But ſtill, full, Foaming, new deſires come rolling on, 
Sometimes, he thinks,to make her Maids hisFriends, | p, 
And with large gifts to Bribe them to his ends, - F To 
Again, reſolves to uſe unlawful force, | 
As if the ſafeſt, and the ſureſt courſe, 
Vows, hewill ſoon remove each Anxious Bar ; 


If not.by Love ;, poſſeſs, by bolder War, 
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And now, perplext with long dekeps; he ſues, 
'And, much more yrgent, his Requeſt renews, 
Still, on his Wife's behalf he ſeem'd to preſs, 
F While his fond Words flew to a vaſt exceſs. 
Whene'er his ſpeech did into tranſports break, 
He faid, ſhe weeping, charg'd me thus to ſpeak, 
$0, -with cloſe Arts ſucceſsfully he pleads, 
And the Maid follows, as the Lover leads. 
ins fond of her Siſter, ſhe too will't to go, 
W Kiſs her Father, and intreats him fo, 
av Tereus Thus perceives the Virgin ſue, 
| eagd, and o'erjoy'd , he does his ſpeech renews 
__ more, and more inflam'd,at every view. 
Her ſoft Embraces ſet his Soul on Fire, 
He does each Ation, and each word admire, 
All ſpreads his Loves, and raiſes new deſire, 
No longer now the good, old King denies, 


$ 
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"But gives conſent at lalt, with weeping Eyes. 
The Night comes on, and with it, Peaceful reſt, 
To all alas ! But to the Lover's Breaſt. 

In Am'rous Murmurs Tereus does complain, 
Bright Pbilomela caus'd'his Anxious pain, 
Sleep ſhuns his Soul, and it”s kind eaſe denies ; 

Like a coy Maid, when courted moſt, it flies. 


The 
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The Charming fair does all his Thoughts pollek,, | 
Great was bis Loye, which yet he wiſht not leſs, 
His fancy brings her ſtill before his view, 
His very fancy does his Flames renew, 
And as he thinks he ſees hex, he begins to ſue. 
Then,as from Dreams, wak'd from thoſe Though {| 
(he tur! 
Refle&s on real Charms, and fiercer burns. ; 
Thoſe he has ſeen, his whole Idea fill, (ſtil 
But ah ! he thinks—he knows, there muſt be great 
' Thus does he paſs the tedious Hours of Night, _ 
- With ArtYrous,painfulThoughts,which yield a Nig 
Ofr does he wiſh for the approach of Day, (Delight 
That he may haſt, with his Logv'd prize, away. 
And now, at laſt, the wiſh'd-for Morn appears, 
When old Pandion, thus with ſtreaming Tears, T 
| Parts with the laſt dear hope of his decliningYears. JI A 
My Son, ſince Piety this due requires, H 
I yield to yours, and Progne's fond deſires, B 
I 
R 
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But oh ! I charge you by the Gods above, 
Guard, and defend her, with a Father' S Love, 
You, Daughter, leave me not too long alone, 
How ſhall I live, when my laſt comfort's gone !. 
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You you know I Love you, tenderly I do, 
My Heart, my Life, my very Soul's in you, 
_ {peak for Tears, —— ſoon, foon 
(| x , (return adieu. 
\ Tt hus the good King does his Joſt forrows tell J 

k | Be might alas ! have bid a long farewel. 

ul For.now, the flying Ship had left the ſhore, 
: nd he muſt never ſee his Daughter more. 
1 ereus, exulting Cries, , ſhe's now my own, ©» 
And I ſhall ſoon my rn wiſhes Crown. 

| | With conſtant Eyes the Charming Maid he views, 
iq W ith looſe behaviour, and lew'd carriage wooes, 
And his deſigns,cv*n there, far as he could; purſues.” 
But now, .atlength, on his own Lands he Treads, 
| And, to a cloſe receſs; fair Philomela leads: 


Y Trembling ſhe ſtood, loſt in diſtraQting rs, 
JB And for her Siſter now enquires with Tears. 


He; in full rage of Luſt, delays not long, 

Bat, with fierce Kiſles, ſtays her Charming Tongue. 
Tells his deſigns, and her conſent requires ; 
Refus'd, more high he Foams, with wild deſires, 
And raviſhes the Maid, and quenches ſo, his Fires.” 
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In vain, alas / ſhe Shriek'd | in her diſtreſs, 4 " 
Srſter, nor Father, could her wrongs redreſs, R 
On them, and Gods ſhe crys, *but all; without f 
| (ſucces. Wd) 
And now deflow'r'd ,, from his loath'd Arms bs | | n 
| | h \. (break w! 
And thus vpbraids him, while inrag'd ſhe ſpeaks, / A 
How ſhall I term thee, ſince thy Luſt began! Wa 
Vile, Treach*rous Tyrant! Barb'rous Monſter! ut 
: Thee, nor my Father's Tears, nor Progne's Lovell 
Nor my Chaſt, Virgin Innocence could move. - 
Gods ! ,What a wild confuſion haſt thou bred ! | 
' ] an Adultreſs to my Siſter's Bed! 
Would 1 had dy'd, :&er I my honour loſt, 
I had departed with a'fpotleG Ghoſt, '. . / 
Yet, if A Gods my wrongs, and ſufPring fee, "WI 
(Sure they will Puniſh tao, if Gods they be. YA! 
Thus having ſaid, \in'haſt ſhe ſtraye to run, an 
And thought, by.flight, the Tyrant's rage to {hu ff Bs 
But he, provok'd/by her reveal'd Deſpair, a An 
Quickly ſurpriz'd, and ſeiz'd the injat'd fair; (} W 
And'threw her on the ground, and drag'd her by { Ar 


(the Hair. | Be 
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i It rongly he binds her tender, helpleſs Arms, | 
( R eſoly*'d once more to rifle all her Charms. 
(fi, boudly ſhe Shrieks, and ſo Praclaims: her wrong, 
x. by Difarm' d of all Reſiſtancez-but her Tongye. 
WAnd that, his Sword cuts from the panting Root, 
k Which trembling falls, and murmurs at his Foot. 
S, | And like a Serpent” Ss. Tail diſſever'd, leaps, 
4 and for a while; purſues the Tyrant's ſteps, 
I after this, he oft, and oft enjoy'd, 
Nor was bis horrid Luft with the Fruition cloy'd. 
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=: Phuto and Proferpina, 


} Lake there is which Stately Woods ſurronnd, 
y | Where conſtantFlocks of SilverSwans abound.. 
YA blooming Spring upon the Banks appears, 

JF And the Fair. Trees create refreſhing Airs. | 
fl « ba ſrays: Proſerpina thro” Fragrant, Graves, # 
j And gathers Flow'rs her Nicer faney Loves. _ 
, With pretty Pains.a Childjſh.care ſhe, ſhows, 
if And picks, - and chooſes,allthe way ſhe goes. 

f Behind hex Young Compauians now ſhe. ſtay'd,, 

Too long, her pleaſing Paſtime Charm'd the Maid, 
ly EA... . urg'd 
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Urg'd by a fond deſire to gather on, A 
That by her pains the reſt might be ontdone. 45 
& 
T 


Here Pluto ſees her, and admires her form, 

Her every Geſture ſhew'd the God foine Charm 
Fierce to enjoy, his Love Brooks no delay, | 
He boldly carries her by force away: 

No Words he uſes to the tremblimg Maid, 

io Who calls her Dear Companions to her aid. (Exe 
| f Y Now born by ſtrength, with Shrieks, and Weepin 
þ i She thinks he means to miake ierFlow'rs his prize. | 
oor | Thoſe, while ſhe ſtruglesthro' exceſs of fear, 

br Fall to the ground, for which ſhe Tears her Hair, 
And ſimply Cries to ſee them ſeatter'd there. | 
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| 'Alphzus ard Arethuſa. 


FR” Of Avetbuſa's change I Mourning Sing; 

Lt: And how theNymph became a ſacred Spring 
To Hunt, and Toil, her dear Diverſions were, 
And yet ſhe Juſtly was reputed fair. 

The Virgin griev'd her Beauties did excel, 

And thonght it infamy to pleaſe too well: 
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As from the Woods, tir'd with the chace ſhe came, 
| She fornd a filent, and a Silver ſtream. 
Securely cloſe, and ſo exceeding clear, 
That every ſmalleſt Pebble wow'd appear. 
Plead with the coolneſs of the Place ſhe Wades, 
And makes the Waters brighter where ſhe treads. 
Then, leaves her Robts upon a Sallow*s Top, 
And ſwims, and plunges ſtill, to bear her op. 
Now, to the further fide ſhe gently rows, 
And plays, and ſports, and wantons as ſhe goes : ; 
WW When, all amaz'd, ſhe heard a ſtranger's Tongue, | 
(MW Ard, in Confuſion, to the Bank ſhe Sprung, 
"(8 Whither ſo faſt ? Alpbens loudly Cries ; 
She makes no Anſwer, but all trembling flies. 
—W He fleetty haſts to Seize his Beauteous prey, 
B Who ſeem'd, when leaping from theStreatus away, 
A Venus riſing from a Silver Sea. 
Wing'd with her fear, fair Arethuſd flew, 
FB While fierce Alpbeus did as faſt purſue. 
F The more he haſts, the more he ſees her fly, 
And till he catches, when he thinks her nigh. 
Nearer, much nearer he deſires to ſee, 
And grieves to find he is not ſwift as ſhe. 
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As Doves do Hawks, ſhe ſhuns him, all amaz'd, 
And almoſt thinks ſhe is already ſeriz'd. Ar 
The Lover ſtill his hot purſuit maintains 

Thro' Craggy. Mountains, over Hills, and Plains, 
Follows all eager, nor would &*er forbear, 

And almoſt now o'ertakes the flying fair. 

She ſees his ſhadow, and his ſteps ſhe hears, \ 


Feels his warm Breath, and now, and now ſhe feary, 


Quite ſpent, ſhe Cries, your aid Diana ſend, 
_ Haſt, Chaſteſt Goddeſs, and a Nymph befriend. | Th 
When a thick Miſt the helpleſs Virgin ſhrouds, | A 


And the fad Maid is vaiPd with pitchy Clouds. {W* 
'The wond'ring Lover ſearches all around, wu 
But ſhe muſt never, never more be found. g': 
That Sun of Beauty by the Fog$ o'ercaſt, Th 
Muſt ſhine no more, but ſet in Floods at laſt, he 
He ranges on, and every means he tries, Fe 
Then, Lovely Arethuſa, loudly Cries. = 
As a poor Lamb grows ſtupid with her fears, 'Y 
When howling Wolves about the fold ſhe hears. bn 
So, all amaz'd, the Maid ſtands trembling there, To 
And Begs proteQion from the Gods by Prayr. N 


She ſighs,and weeps,cold ſweats come o'er her Face, 


And trickling drops run down her Limbs apace. 
Her 
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Her Beayteous Hair diſſolves to Fragrant dew, 
And all conſum'd, a Silver ſtream ſhe grew. 


» 
A 


\ Jupiter and Caliſto; 


WW Hen now the Thund'rer walkt the Heay'n- 
N þ | (ly round; ® 
Andall there ſafe from the late burnings found. 
The Fields,theGroves,and Streams he next ſurvey'd; 
Where paſſing to and fro he ſees a Lovely Maid. 
Tho? there no ruines in her way were ſtrow'd, 
The Nymph;the CharmingNymph, inflan'd theGod: 
I Warm'd by her looks, and brighter Glances, more 
W Than when the Sun fir'd all his Skies before. 
the with a Zone her looſer Garments ty'd, 
Her painted Quiver hanging by her ſide. 
Her flowing Treſſes o'er her Shoulders ſpread, , 
find her warm Face glow?d with unuſual Red. 
Thus tir'd with hunting, ſhe to ſhades retires, 
To cool her own, 'but raiſe the Thund'rer's Fires, | 
On flow'ry Banks her Beauteous Limbs ſhe lays, 
And to the God a tempting Heav'n diſplays: 
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Thus looſely ſtretch'd upon the Fragrant Bed, 
HerArms thrown wide, herQuiver bears herHead, 
While Jove beheld, admir'd, and Loy'd theMaid, 
Diana like, ſtrait from his Heav*n he flies -% 
For her cool Shades, he quits his ſhining Skies, 
And ſtands before the Virgin, as ſhe lies. 

@ My huntreſs, ſays he, while he fondly view'd, 
What Game haſt thon, this Lovely morn, purſu'd! 
Strait did the riſing Virgin tow'rds him move, 
And thus reply'd ; hail, Pow'r more great than Jow 
This the fond God, with ſmiles, delighted heard, 
Pleas'd that himſelf was to himſelf prefer'd. 

She ſtrait about to Anſwer more, ia haſt, 

The preſling Lover claſps about her waſt, 

And Kiſt her fiercely, and embrac'd her faſt. 

Juſt as the Thunder, from his own abode, 

With inward ſtruglings flies, ſo flew the God. 

Soon more inflam'd, his Kiſſes eager grow ; 

Not ſuck as Maids on their own Sex beſtow, 

He now would further ſweets, and greater tran- ( 

| (ſports know.” It 

Impatient grown, he forces hgr to yield, C 

And gains by ſtrength, the long diſputed Field. Sf 
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[In vain, exerting all her Pow'rs, ſhe ſtrove, 

Alas ! What Woman can contend with Jove ! 
Enjoy'd,ke leaves the Nymph, ho well might know, 
'The Chaſteſt Goddeſs could not uſe her ſo. 

Riſing in haſt, ſtrait from the Woods ſhe ſprung, 
And left her Bow, her uſeleſs Bow, unſtrung. 

She ſees Diana, but ſhe dreads the ſhape, 

And Bluſhing flies her faſt, and fears aſecond Rape. 


&. 
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Pigmalion and his Iy/ry Statue. 


J N alewd Ape Pigmalion ſpent his times,(Crimes. 
Women debauch'd themſelves with Monſtrous 
No vertuous Virgin in his Days was known, 
= All the Chaſt, Female Modeſty was gone, £ 
Therefore a long, long time he liv'd alone. 
An Iv'ry Statue now at laſt he Frames, 


And from the Maid he form'd, he gathers Flames; 


It was all Lovely, and he Lov*d it well. 

Curious her ſhape,gfo ſparkling were her Eyes, 

Such quick, ſuch glancing brightneſs in them lies, 
They would haye roll'd,but that her ſhame denies, 

Y E Such 


'F In every part, the Virgin did excel, 
( Which Limb was beſt, the Artiſt could not tell, 
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Such lively ſtrokes be to the Maid did give, 
That, tho' a Statue, ſhe appear'd to live. 

The Artiſt's felf that ſhe had Life believ'd, 
And fondly was by his own Art deceiv'd. 

He felt her fleſh, for he ſuppoY&d it ſuch, 
And'fear'd to hurt her, with too rude a touch, 
Often he Kiſs'd her, while he madly burn'd, 
And fancy'd now, how ſhe the like return'd. 
He Wooes her, Sighs,and her fair Hands does prel, 
And tells his Paſſion in'a Dear Addreſs. 
Till at thelaſt, his Notions grew ſo vain, 
That he believ'd ſhe figfd, and preſt again. 
He ſends her preſents, Gums, and precious Stones, 
The choiceſt Bracelets, and bright, glittring Zonk 
Soft ſinging Birds, which flutt'ring all around, 
With pretty Notes, rais'd a delightful ſound. 
Rich Pendants,Rings,and Gums he ſends theMaid, 
WithWreaths of flow” rs adorns her Lovely Head, 
And lays her now, ſoft on a Downy Bed. 

In Pompous Robes he-does his Idol Drels ; 
Much ſo ſhe Charms, but not, when naked, lefs. 
\Now was the time, when Yenggkept her Feaſt, 
&nd Love-fick Youths to her fam'd Temple preſt. 


> => 6. 8 > > 1 


wt IX) 


There 


——— 


B Metamorphoſis of Love. 29 


s 


There to be offer*d, Snowy Heifers come, 
And the rich Altar ſmoaks with pretious Gum. 
Among the Crowd the hopeleſs Lover goes, | 
Tho! no Juſt reaſon, or pretence he knows. 
Before the Altar, now he weeping ſtands, 

And Bows, with Off”rings in his careful hands. 
Eiercer, and Fiercer his deſires grow there, 
And riſe more furious, from his wild Deſpair. 
A long, long time does he forbear to pray, 
For {till his donbts deny'd his Speech the way, 
Yet wiſh'd (altho* he knew not why) to ſtay. 
At laſt, his fearſul ſilence now he Breaks, | 
And thus, but ſtill in mighty fear, he ſpeaks, 


And can beſtow what Mortal fuppliants Crave. 
Shew now your Pow'r, on me your Bleſlings ſhed, 


Grant me the Wife I wiſh, one like, he ſaid, 
Put durſt not ſay, grant me my I”'ry aid. 
This done, he thrice percievesthe flaſhing Fires,. 


The happy Omen bleſt his fond deſires, 
And to the Maid he now with doubtful]oy retires. 


If you, Love's Beauteous,Charming Goddeſs, have, 
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With wondrous longings he in haſt returns, 
And now, more fiercely than before, he burns, oF 
Cloſely he claſpt her to his panting Breaſt, 
And felt her ſofter ſtill, the more he prelſt. 
Now, all at once, with a ſurprize of bliſs, 
He finds her Lips grow warmer with his Kiſs, 
He finds them Moiſt, and Soft, and Red as his. 
Her throbbing Breaſts heav'd now,and gently ſwell, 
While he with wonder the Loy'd ſi ght beheld, 
The Maid, now Fairer,' in his Arms he bore, 
Tho' fram'd of Iv*ry, poliſh'd fine before, 

Let none henceforth of wiſh'd ſucceſs Deſj pair, 
When Statues ſoften'd by our Paſſions are. 

The happy Artiſt, now perceives his Wife 
With beating Pulſes, and with perfedt Life. 
And, for a while, as Motionleſs he ſtood, 

As ſhe had done, e'er ſhe grew Fleſh and Blood, 
Her Lover firſt ſhe with the light deſcrys, 

For which ſhe Checks, and turns her baſhful Eyes, 
While i in her —_—_ Face her ReauteousBluſhes 
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| Salmacis and Hermaphrodit Us. 


HE Beauteous Salmacis, who Lov'd her eaſe, 

1 X By her own Fountain Paſſes happy Days. 

There ſhe delights, there do her wiſhes pleaſe. 

This Nymph was ſtill unpraQtis'd in the chace, 

She neer contended in a painful race. 

Lov'd not to mingle with Diana's Train, 

Nor draw the Bow, 'nor Hunt upon the Plain. 

Oft her laborious Siſters bid her riſe, 

To Join with them, and get ſome ſtately Prize. 

They ureg'd her oft with Words repeated o'er, 

To follows Staggs, or to purſue the Boar. . 

All would not do, ſhe would no Quiver ſeize, 

Nor for their toil forgo her pleaſant eaſe. 

- But in her Fountain ſhe delights to play, 7 

By Night reſts there, and there ſhe Bathes by Day, 
Still in that liquid Glaſs ſhe dreſt her Charms, 
And her fair Eyes with Loving glances Arms, ; 
There ſtill ſhe.learnt what Geſture beſt became, 
There praQtic'd Charms, ſuch as could raiſe a Flame, 

's | Ofc from one ſide ſhe to the other Swims, 

\Then in fine Lawn arrays her Beauteous Limbs, 


on 


” 


42 Metamorphoſ 5 of 7 i 


oft, on ſoft Moſs, ſtretcht at their length they _ 
(Lovely ſhape diſplay, y 
And thro? the White, tranſparent Robes their Þ 3 
To the full view ſhe leaves her Boſom bare, 
Spreads ..o'er her Shoulders her looſe, flowing,Hair,/ 
(ceeding fair. CM / 
And fo her Face, her Neck, and Breaſts ex-vYII - 
Languiſhing now, on þlooming Banks ſhe hes, 
And plucks ſuch Flow'rs as pleaſe her Curious Eyes 
When ſhe perciev'd, as ſhe was buſy'd-there, 
The Charming Son of Hermes coming near, 
Who,. ſoon as ſeen, the Virgin's wiſhes .mov'd, 
For he deſerv'd to be by all beloy'd. 


His blooming Beauties ſhe admir'd much more, FF y 
Than the fair Flow'rs for which ſhe long'd before, & 
At the firſt ſight, her wiſhes filPd her Soul, © 
While ſofr Emotions in her Boſom row]. y 
' HerfFires grew fiercer, as he nearer cape, A 
And now ſhe fondly burns with glowing Flame. I. 
Much ſhe deſir'd, yet Kill conceal'd ſhe lies, iy 
Till with ſoft looks ſhe deckt her \ parkling Eyes. * | x; 
'Till he appear'd with all her utmoſt Art ; 18: 
*Till all herBeanties bloonr'd in every part,(Heart. | 1 
That ſhe might win the Charmer, and ſurprize a V 
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y, | With all her $kill ſhe does each Feature Arm, 
ay. And ſets her Dreſs, who of her ſelf might Charm. 
cir © Bhe now at laſt in all her Robes applies, 
To the dear Youth in looks, and-moving ſighs, 
fl X (ſhe dies. 
(And by her melting Words he ſhews him how 
'E With gaining ways, and ſoft, bewitching ſnares,. 
Her Paſlion thus ſhe to the Swain declares. 
Such are your Charms, dear Boy, your Beauties fuch, 
AllNymphs muftLove you, none can Love too much. 
'Pleaſing your form, ſure you are all Divine, 
All Hearts you Conquer, as you Conquer mine. 
Such are the wond*rous glories of your Face, 
You were-not born ſure of a Mortal race. 
Such, ſuch the ſparkling brightneſs of your Eyes, 


Cc 
Such the ſtrange force which in their glances lies, 
You are ſome God deſcended from the Skies. 

Ah! you ſo much can on a ſuddain move, 

I kaow, I know that you were born above, 

You are the Son to the fair Queen of Love. 

If I miſtake, if then you are not ſo, 

But the ſweet Off-ſpring of ſome Prince below. 
Happy, ah !- thrice, thrice happy muſt they be, 
Who are related, and ally'd to thee, | 
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Bleſt are thy Parents: and that Woman's Breaſt, 
Which gave thee Food, is infinitely bleft, . 

(all the reſt, 
But the fair Partn'r of thy Bed much more than 


If ſuch there be, ah ! do but grant me this, 
Let me Embrace thee, let me fondly Kiſs, 


And by cloſe ſtealth deprive her of her Bliſs. 


But if you yet from Nuptial vows are free, 


' Make me yourJoyfulBride,ah ! ſeabthem now with 


The Love-ſick N ymph thus far her Paſſion mov'd, 
Thus told the Charming Youth how well ſhe Lo 
When fierce deſires her farther Speech debarrdf 
And the YouthBluſh'd for the fond things he hea 
Still in his Bluſhes did he Lovelier ſeem, 
Still more ſhe wiſh'd to be belov'd by him. 
So Apples bluſh ypon the Sunny ſide, 
Or poliſh'd Iv*'ry with Vermillion dy'd, 
So in Eclipſes does the Moon appear, : 
When ſtains of Red her ſtrugling Face does wear, 
Cloſer ſhe comes, and now in Am'rous pain, 
She thinks to ſeize upon the Lovely Swain. 
With baſhful Anger her Embrace he ſhuns, 
And from the Maid difdaining proudly, runs. 
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With nice reſerve he flies the tempting ſnare, 

I rorbear, he cries, looſe idle Nymph, forbear, 

Or I'll forſake the place, and leave you there. 

$e, at this Menace from the Youth, reply'd. 

'Tis yours, fair Swain, and ſo ſhe ſtept aſide. 

(F Yet in a thicket of cloſe, ſhrubby Trees, 

( She hides ſecure, and all his ACtions ſees. 

He now believing there was none to view, 

'To the fair Banks of the Nympt's Fountain drew, 
And ſporting now, trips nimbly back again, 

With bolder ſteps o'er all the Flow'ry plain. | 
Now, growing warm, he croſſes o'er the Meads, 

. Comes to the Stream, and to the Knees he wades. 
Then, to the Greens he takes the nearer ways, 


His Silken Garments on the ground he lays. 
And to the longing Maid,all,all the Man diſplays. 
His Naked Beauties her fond ſight amaz'd, 
Who with impatient, eager wiſhes gaz'd. 
Her ſparkling Eyes, while ſhe the Youth deſires, 
Glow with bright Beams,and ſhoot out ſhining Fires, 
| Their rays the Sun's on Silver ſtreams ſurpaſs, 
. Or when reflefted by a Chryſtal Glaſs. 
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Mad to poſſeſs, and to enjoy the Swain, | 
She almoſt thinks to tell her Loves again, (pain. % Tr 
So very much ſhe burns with the tranſporting JJGr: 
Now, from the Flow'ry Bank, to which he came, YMay 
The Lovely Boy leapt down into the Stream. 
Then, with his Snowy Arms he looſely plays, For 
And ſports, and wantons thro his liquid ways: 
Still as he ſwims, his glitt'ring Limbs appear, 
Thro? the ſmooth Streams, ſo undiſturb'd,and clear; 
Like Iv'ry Statues, which the Life ſurpaſs, Hh 
Or like a Lilly in a Chryſtal Glaſs. | 
The raviſt'd Virgin Cries, he's now my own, 


And, ſtrait diſrob'd of all, impatient grown, T 
Purſues her eager Joys, and plunges to him down. 
About his Neck, and o'er his ſtrugling Waſt, aw 
Her circling Arms with longing folds ſhe caſt. Th 
On ev'ry ſide ſhe claſps him, as he ſwims, Th 
And locks him cloſely with her twining Limbs; W 
So, when an Eagle with a Serpent flies, = TI 
Faſt in his Talons, and then Mounts the Skies: T 
Around his Head, and Feet the Serpent clings, H 
' And wreaths her tail about his ſpacious Wings. > 


Still, tho? detain'd, and forc'd, the ſtrugling Boy 
With all his Pow'rs reſiſts the Virgin's Joy. 


[1 


Metamorphoſis of Love. 47 
vain, ingrateful, fooliſh Youth,*ſhe cries, 
vain, your ſcornfut Pride my coming bliſs denies. 


t, grant ye Pow'rs / that no unhappy day, 
ſnatch this youth from my embrace away. 
pitious Pow?rs to the Nymplr's Pray*rs incline, 

Mor ſtrait in one cueir diff®rent Figures twine. 

YAnd as theirSouls Join'd when their tranſports flew, 
Their Bodies mingled with each other too. 


ww _ I 


Cephalus ard Procris. 


TY O fleeting Months bleſt Cepbatus had paſt, 
Who now may grieve they did not longer laſt. 

E While be, has Procris, ſwift each Minute flies, 

They Count no time, who canrtot Count their Joys. 

Thoſe pleaſing hours, wing'd with their tranſports, 

When fair Aurora ſaw,and Lov'd him too. (flew, 

Tho' on her Throne ſhe had the Pow'r to ſway, 

The dewy confines of the Night, and Day. 

He was her greateſt Pride, her only care, 

While deeper Bluſhes in her Cheeks appear, 

And ſhew her ſhame, becauſe ſhe thinks himDear, 
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Oa ſteep Hymettus ſhe her Flames declar'd, or 
But happy Procris is to her prefer'd. 

She had his Heart, ſhe had his Soul before, | 
He gave her all he could,and wiſh'd togive her more; fle 
This when Aurora knew, inrag'd ſhe ſaid, | 
Keep then your. Procris, prize your Nuptial Bed. Y | 
But if I fate, or her proceedings know, | 
You ſoon will wiſh you had not Lov'd her ſo. 
He leaves the Goddeſs, but her Words he bears, 
Which rack his Mind withThouſand Anxious fear 
Sometimes he thinks ſhe, might his honour wrong, 
. And then concludes her Vertuous,tho' ſhe's young, =; 
Yet oft he doubts, where the ſurmize was vain, c 


| 
And muſt himſelf be Author of his pain. 


Chang'd by Aurora, a new form he wears, ** j the 
And, as a ſtranger, at his Houſe appears. * ] He 
All there was ſilent, he could find no Crime, -. ve 
As if with Procris all had mourn'd for him. Ran 
With all his Arts he does the cheat purſue, No 
And ſeem'd to fear that they were all too few. te 4 
At length he ſees her, and amaz'd he ſtood, And 
New Beams ofBeauty pierc'd her ſorrow?s Cloud, For) 
Scarce from due Kiſles could he there refrain, And 


And almoſt thought to grow himſelf again. 
| For 
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or him alone was all fair Procris care, 
\bſent to her, altho' ſhe ſaw him there, 
Ofc he attempts her Chaſtity to try, 

| fe asks her oft, who does as oft deny: 


te yet does faithful to her Nuptials prove, 
Nor dares ev'n fancy ſhe can wrong her Love: 
reſents he ſends, and by the Gods he ſwears, 
| te muſt be his, for he is only hers. » 
b duc 'd by theſe, ſhe knows not what to do, . 
Yor can ſhe tell would ſhe be Chalk, . or no, 
Fars ſhe is loſt, for Oh ! ſhe finds it fo, 
Wer Eyes with Tears, her Cheeks with Bluſhes fill'd, 
dhe ſhews, by ſilence, ſhe at length might yield; - 
| 1 hen, he inrag*d in his own form appear'd, 
$he faw her Lord, and as ſhe ſaw; ſhe fear'd: 
Bbc loudly ftorm'd, and like a Tempeſt flew, 
| the preſt with ſhame; in ſilence, ſtrait withdrew, 
Ran to the Woods, nor would return again, 
No Beaſt ſo Salvage; ſo abhorr'd, as Men. 
He ſoon repents the miſchiefs he has done, 
And ſays himſelf the fault was all his own. 
Forgives his Procris, who again return'd,' 
And owns, he, 1o, had for Atora burn'd. 
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Their Low more frm, by being broken, grows, 
They both reſolve to keep their Noptiat vows, 
He in a Wife was bleſt, and ſhe a Spouſe. 

In their Chaſt Breaſts ſo Juſt a Paſſion moves, 

He priz'd her Bed above the Qneen of Love's, 
Nor world ſhe change herHusband's ev*nforJove's, 
Now with his Dart he Trzces o'er the plain, 
And haunts the Foreſts, and the Woods again, 
Aﬀter his-toil, he does to Shades repair, 

Where the cool, Vallies Breath refreſhing air. 
Come, Air, he cry'd, (as he was us'd to ſay) 

O come, and Kiſs my glowing heat away. 

Oft did he call it with ſuch Words as thoſe, 
And Court it fo, while he more fiercely glows. 


'Some buſy Fool heard all that he had faid, 


And told his Procris he had wrong'd her Bed. 
She, Jealons ſhe, was with the ſtory mov'd, 
And fears ſome Dryad, above her belov'd. 
Condemns her Lord as molt incoaſtant now, 
She fays he is, but yet ſhe knows not how. 
The following Day he does his game purſue, 
And Courts the Air, as he was wont to dp 
When a loud ſigh among the Woods he hears, 
Then ſtrait a ruſtling, and in haſt he ſtirs. 
Throw 
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[Throws his ſtrong Dart A the Imagin'd Beaſt, 
; And Wounds his Procrjs on the tender Breaſt. 
, Þ- me! She cry'd ;" her Voice too well he knew; 
ſd in diftrafion to ber aid he flew ; 
i her all Bloody with the wound he made; 
þ (n Hy the blow, and half already dead, 
ÞÞ live, faid be, leave nie not guilty here, 
Yo linart for ever for the Wound you bear, 
4 The Woiind I gave that Breaft I Love ſo Dear. 
; Dying, ſhe cry'd, by all the Gods above, 
ly all the Gods that have a ſenſe of Love. 
by all the Pow'rs that have Command below; * * 
To whoſe infernal Regions I muſt go, | 
Fall the bleſ—by Procris, and by you. 
tharge you, ncer let your deſires be mov'd, 
ir let lew'd re be after me belov'd, 
F Juſt: as ſlie dy*d, he did her fate fnfold, 
Band told it Mourning, ſince too late he told, 
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Phzbus 2nd Leucothoe: 


E Phebus Loves, and of their cauſe I ſing, |} 
Of that Juſt” cauſe, from whictr his ſorroms 
Alike, fierce Flames,and equal Paſſions move, (ring 
The God of Battles, and the Queen of Love. | * 
They both alike reſolve to quench the Fire, 
And now in ſecret totheir Joys retire 5 
This Phebus fees, as on his Courſe he goes, 
And to wrong'd Yulcan does their ſtealth diſcloſe.” 
Fine, Brazen Nets, by his dire&tions made, 
Are geatlyclosd about the injor'd Bed. | 
So lender wrought, they conlq the Eye deceive, | 
More curious far than thoſe the Spiders weave. 
Thus ftrialy bound, they had not Pow'r to mon] 
The God of Wares then Compell'd to Love. © 
Now Yulcan tells the ſports that he had ſeen, 
Acquaints the Gods with what had litely been, 
Ard at his Ivory Doors they all'come laughiogin Þ 
Thus Mars Triumphant in his Chariot rode, 
Scoff'c d at, yet envy*d by each wiſhing God. ? Ih 
w For this, from Venus, Phebis Paſſion came, 1 
| From hence it was he felt his fatal Flame. bach 
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| "Ys longing Eyes alone regen view, 
& And give to her what to the World is dye. 
He ſees alas ! yet tho' all Eye he be, ; 
FF Ifhe is bleſt, he muſt do more than ſee. 
| He riſes Early, and deſires to ſtay, 
| Beyond the uſual Limits of the Day. 
"Jn his fad Face his raging griefs appear, 
: | [4 W hich ſtrike the World with an amazing fear: 
; '" Z Thus an Eclipſe could ne'er his light remove ; 
UM T heſe Paler looks are the effects of Love. 
fl F as when great Fires upon the ſmaller beat, 
1/4 | They dim their brightneſs with a Conqu'ring heat. , 
x $0 the Sun's-Beams, when'Am'rous Flames he bore, 
jd Loſt all that Luſtre which they ſhew'd before. 
if | Leucothoe he to all the World prefers, 
? [And all it's Beauties are deſpis'd for her's. 
F Ker Royal Father Per/ia's Scepter ſway'd, 
wo Fet, not her Birth, but Charms, ,endear'd the Maid. 
(WH now difiyounts his glorious, ſhining throne, | 
4 And puts her Mother's awful likeneſs on, 
F Whilt by a Lamp the Beauteous Virgin ſpun. 
P He Kiſt her firſt, and ſcarce could more forbear, 
| Thenbid the Maids withdraw ;&leave them PRE: 
bl had a ſecret, that t they DA not hear, 
"3 | Now 
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64 Metamorphoſis of Love. 
Now the bold God his brightneſs reaſumes,  F! 
- 'And tells her who he is, and why he comes. 1 
Tho! he ſees all, and by himall things ſee, [: | 
By her Dear ſelf he ſwears, there's none ſo bright « | 
Not. his own rays ſuch Radiant. Luſtre wear, (ſhe, Þ 
As her Lov'd Eyes in their ſwift glances bear. | 
Amaz'd ſhe ſeems, nor has ſhe Pow'r to ſtir, ' 
The Gaod as ſtedfaſt too admiring her. 4 
Stupid, and ſenſeleſs with her fear ſhe ſtands, 
And drops her diftaff from her trembling hands. | 
Her Beauteovs fright his fiercer Paſſion fed, 

- And, now he Conquers, pow enjoys the Maid. - 
[This Clytie knew, nor could ſhe Yong conceal, 
She was her Rival, and ſhe Joys to tell. 

Her Salyage Father hears her fatal Crime, 
And her excuſes do but harden him. 

His Beauteous Child+he does alive inter, 

And throws a Mountain on the injur'd fair. 
This Phebus ſees, and would new Life beget, 
While his bright Beams do at the Mountain beat, 
In vain, alas ! ſhe cannot feel their heat. 
How does he grieve at his too feeble Pow'r ! 
He ne'er ſo truly did Lamenthefore, 


vm ww ww WW a 2,0.” ue LE Gn nes 


Metamorphoſis of Love. = 


| Not his loſt Son made him fo fadly Mourn, 
He ſcorch'd the World, but ſhe made Phebus burn. 


——_— 


AS. 


Hippomenes and Atalanta.. 


O Shady Woods fair Atalanta fled, 

6 Reſolv'd to ſhun the fatal Marriage Bed, 
"_—__ by 4pollo, ſhe prepares to flee 

| From every Suitor not ſo ſwift as ſhe. 
| Replies to all, ſhe muſt be firſt outrun, 
Se Or elſe ſhe Lives to be enjoy'd by none. 
1 Declares beſides, who thro” preſumption tries 
J 'To Conquer her, if unſucceſsful, dies. 
EK Thus, many ſwains Love's, and Death's pangs did 
| Their hazard noble, as the Maid was fair. (bear, 
| Whilſt others feawd to ſeek the Beauteous prize, 


' What her Eyes urg'd, her fatal tongue denies. 
1 | Now ſome boldYouth,who long aF lame had born, 
| ; Nor could expe, or hope a kind return, 
Prefer'd het Conqueſt far before her ſcorn, 
And begs a race, nor does he know to fear, 
Tis leſs, mach lets to die, thanlanguilh in Near, 
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Here Young Hipporienes by chance appears, 

And of the Lover, and his Flame, he hears. 

It firſt his pity, then his Anger moy'd, 

He crys the Maid is too, too much belov'd. 

But in the yace, when he her form beheld, 

He was with fonder Admiration-fill'd. 

He gaz'd with wonder, nor could Juſtly tell, - | 

Which did, her Beauty, or her ſpeed,” excel. 

Swift as a Scythian ſhaft the Virgin flew, 

Scarce could her Lover within ſight purſue. 

With a Wing'd haſt ſhe nimbly ſem'd to fly, 

Her Feet outran the quick Spetator” Ss Eye. 

Now growing warm he ſtill admires her more, 
: (before. 

Her motion fann'd thoſeFires,which her Eyes caus'd 

Whilſt the fond Winds bear back the purple ſtrings 

Which bi bind her Legs, and ſeem like looſer wings, 

Tofling her Hair on her fair Shoulders ſpread, 

And all her ſnowy skin grows Beaureous Red, 

Carnation Curtains ſo on Walls diſplay'd, 

Die their pyre whiteneſs with a fainting'ſhage, 

| All this he ſees, and he admires it all, 

And almoſt tears that thus kimſelf muſh fall, 
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Praiſes the Maid, and-is Enamour'd grown, 


Wiſhes ſhe now may. be o'ercome by none. 


br He is reſoly'd his better fates to try, 
| And muſt enjoy her, or he vows'to die. 


'Thus while he Thought ; the fatal race was run, 


And the loſt Lover's Life fair Atalanta won. 
The bold Spettator from the Crowd appears, 
And humbly bowing Darts his Eyes at hers. 
{His Love he doesabove his Life eſteem, 


'Þ And owns the Conqueſt ſhe has gain'd of him. 


; 'Tells her ſhe muſt her ViQory purſue, 
F And, as with Beauty, kill with ſwiftneſs too. 


""F Demands a race, not fainting or afraid, 


: But flights all dangers for the Beanteous Maid, 


Bids her contend with him, nor ſeek to raiſe 
By meaner Conqueſts, but a meaner praiſe. 
Sprung from great Neptune, he aſſures her ſo, 


She will be ViQor in her overthrow. 
' The Boy ſhe hears,and does his Beauties view, 


She would not have him his deſigns purſue, - 


And ſcarce, ah! ſcarce ſhe wiſhes to ſubdue. 


What God ſhe ſays would ſuch a Youth deſtroy, 
Who thro' theſe dangers would my Charms enjoy } 


What ! 
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What ! what's his Mien ! what is he all I ce! 
Snch ſparkling glories ſo deſpis'd for me!, F: 
Muſt thoſe bright looks, thoſe ſhining Beauties fall, 
My Merit neyer could reward them all, 

Ah | Charming Boy ! ſhun my deluding Bed, 
You cannot Conguer; and I muſt not Wed, 
Your worth you know not, and you doat on mine, 
There is no Virgin who would not-be thine. 
In vain, I ſpeak, and I adviſe in vain, 

In vain alas ! you hear.of Numbers flain. - 

O I could wiſh you would the danger ſhun, 
Or, ſince reſoly*d, would you could faſter run, | 
Thov, Beauteous Boy ! art the dear Youth alone, JY F 
To whom my Charms ſhould be intirely known, '»  # 
And ſhould be mine, were I my ſelf my own. ) \ 
Would Heav*n had Order'd that I ne'er had been, I 

Or that you neer had Atalanta ſeen. | B 

Thus far her new born Paſſion urg'd the Maid, | , Y 

He hears it all, and as he hears, is glad. | 1 

Perceives her Flames, tho? to her ſelf unknown, _ þ 

Y 
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And hopes &er long to Crown them with his own, 


The Numerous Crowds do now impatient grow, 
With Murmurs of a race, and ſwarm to know, 


The 
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- | The eager Boy calls Venus to his Aid, 
« Þ That, as he Loves, he may enjoy the Maid, 

ll, From her, three Golden Apples he receives, 

| Who tells the uſe of the Rich Fruit ſhe gives. 
F Now both the Lovers at the Barrier ſtand, 
' And the loud Trumpets Sound on either Hand, 

e, Þ They ſtart at once, who might be ſafely born 
© O'cr Autumn Fields, nor hyrt the ſtanding Corn, 
4; A thouſand Cries riſe from the Noiſy Crowd, 

| The Goal is yours, baſt, haſt, they ſhout aloud. 

| 11 with his Feet the Boy's deſires comply, 

| : He ſees the maid, but ah ! he ſees her fly. 

| How did ſhe ſtay, when ſhe might oft. o? ergo, 

And look, and grieve, that ſhe out-ſtrip'd him ſo ? 

) Now the tir'd Youth one of the Apples threw, 

Bf In queſt of which the greedy Virgin flew. 

Behind her far the rowling Gold was thrown, 
Which ſhe admires, for which ſhe Deigns to run, 
The glowing Youth now {wiftly paſſes by, 

And the loud Field refounds with ſhouts of Joy, 
Yet ſoon again ſhe overtakes the Boy. 

| The other two with greater force he throws, 

By which the Virgin does the Conqueſt loſe. 
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For each ſhe turns, and lets her Lover run, 
Who now was foremoſt, when the race was done, 
And Atalanta by the Youth was won, 
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Eccho. 


T* E Vocal Nymph the Young Narciſſus views, 
As he his prey into the toils purſues. , 

Tho? ſhe her ſelf could not her ſilence break, : 
She Anſwer'd otters, when ſhe heard them ſpeak, 
Revengeful Juno, Jealous of her Jope, 1 
Might have ſurpriz'd him oft in Lawleſs Love, 
But ſtill this Nymph with cunning Wiles deferr'd- . | 
The Goddeſs's progrels, till her talk ſhe heard. 

So that her Rivals by this Crafty light, 

Eſcap'd her fury in their ſpeedy flight. 

Which when ſhe knew, for ſuch a wrong, fhe ſaid, 
Thy Tongue ſinall Pow'r ſhall boaſt, deluding Maid, 
She threatens high, while ſhe who hears the threats 

The ſelf ſame things i in the ſame Words repeats. | 
Now the fair Youth ſhe ſaw, and ſtrait m— p 

| | , She follows ſilently with fond deſires, \ 23 
| Where er he goes, and fill ſhe gathers Fires, \ 

Nearer 


” EE ne we. a ac EW IS. i. 2 


wa g ls > 
obs 1 
CY a F 


Metamorphoſis of Love. G1 


'Nearer, and nearer in his ſteps ſhe moves, 
[& | And ftill purſuing, till the more ſhe Loves. 
Her wiſhes fir'd, when cloſer now fhe came, 
= |} 4s Sulph'rous Torches catch approaching Flame. 
: Often ſhe ſtrove, but ſtrove in vain to tell 
'The Charming Youth ſhe Lov'd him td, too well. | 
j 'To her fond mind aThouſands things ſhe brought, 
| "Moving, and melting was her tender Thought, 
" & Butall conceal'd ; for ſhe could utter nought, | 
E 5 is he Pow'r of ſpeaking was deny'd the Maid, 
| "But ſtill, to hear his Speech, ſhe longing ſtay'd, 
| "That ſhe might Anſwer to whateer he ſaid. 
F His Young Companions gone, the Boy complains, 
| And calls, and calls them in continu'd ſtrains. 
Where do you fly ? Fond Eccho hears him cry, 
” And ſtraits ſhe Anſwers him, where do you fly ? 
| , Around he looks, but he can nothing ſee, 
” | And much he wonders whence the Voice could be. 


S 


Is any near ? He crys, ſhe pleas'd to hear 
"| Thoſe Joyful Words, returns, #s any near ! 
* Once more the Huntſman hollows o'er the plain, 
. And utters ſounds, which ſhe returns again. 
| More loud he calls, ſhe of the Office-proud, 
In haſty Accents, made-replies as loud, 
V 
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Then let us Join, he ſaid, her Thoughts combine, þ 
And all conſent, ſhe Anſwerg——lct VT) Join, 
Soon as ſhe ſpoke, ſtrait from the Woods ſhe flew; 


And round his Neck her AFms,tranſported,threw, ta 


With cloſe Embraces fondly lock'd him faſt, 
Who ſtrugling broke from her weak heed at laſt. 


. And proudly crys, rather Ill ceaſe to be? WA 
Than you, looſe Nymph, ſhall have your will one; YO 
Shall bave your will ou me? the Nymph returns, , 
To the ingrateful Boy for whom ſo much ſhe burns, 
Mean-while he flies; diſdainfuF* from her view 5 
Now? ſo repuls'd, ſhe will no more purſue. - 
With alt her ſpeed ſhe-runs to gloomy Groves, 
And grieves to think he ſhoulgl deſpiſe her Loves. 
Her Flames rejected, ſhe Laments, and Mourns, : 
And Weeps,and Bluſhes, with the ſhame, by turns. 
Alone ſhe Pines with her exceſs of Woe, | 
But Loves him ſtill, who made\her Wretched fo, | 
Her raging Paſſion, and her fond grief, 
Torment her ſo, ſhe can have no relief, 
Thoughts of her flight the Virgin waking keep; 
Reſtleſs, and Languiſhing, for want of ſleep. 
Now ſhe conſumes with her continu'd care, 
And all her Moiſture is difſolv'd to Air. 

Nought 
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©, Nought of her now remains but empty ſound, 
fer Yoice ſtill heard in Caves, and Hollow ground. 

y Thos her the Cruel, Young Narciſſus's Pride, 
@ |; b c d killa, with many other Nymphs'beſide. 
- Rome born in Rivers, and on Mountains ſome, 
; o ſtill to ruine, where his Beauties come. 
| When one who ſuffer'd by his proud diſdain, 
" Deſpairing pray'd, when ſhe did long complain, 
i Fftus may he Love himſelf, and thus in vain, 
yl | wiſh was Juſt, and met with great regard, 

Whe fell reveng'd, for ſoon Rhanmuſia heard, 
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Na "ciſſus. 
Beginning with the Deſcription of a Spring 


lr a deep Vale; lodg'd among Ancient Trees, 
Which Shade it round, a Silver Fountain lies. 

Girt with long Grafs,whoſe Verdant Beanties ſhow, 

| To whoſe great Bounty they their freſhneſs owe. 

No angry blaſts theSpring's ſmooth ſurface moves, 
A peaceful Calm the liquid Chryſtal Loves, 

No looſe, rude leaves it's Virgin Waters ſtain, 


From the leaſt Mote, and every Blemiſh clean, 
; So 
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So clear it ſhows, the Beauteous Trees appear, 
As if they aw to place their branches there. 


Whoſe lofty Tops do with ſuch tremblings move, 


As if they too were with themſelves in Love, 


Here, tir'd with hunting, fair Narciſſus came, 


Nor from ſuch Waters fear'd a riſing Flame. 
Pleas'd with the Shade, upon his Face he lies, 


Till Captiv'd there by his own Conquering __] 
He ſees his Shadow in the liquid Glaſs, 


| But knew not what his Charming Shadow was, 


With cofiſtant Eyes the fleeting form he views, 
For fear the darling object he ſhould loſe. 

So have I ſeen a well-Cut Parian Stone, 
Appear to'gaze, with admiration, down. * 
He Loves himſelf, what ſhall-the Lover do, 


Both his own Miſtreſs, and his Suitor tap ? 


Oft ſtoop'd he down to catch the pleaſing Cloud, 


And fill'd his Arms with the deceitful Flood, 
From the fierce Lover the falſe image fled, 
Coy, and Diſdainful, as a Courted Maid, 


How could he hope, or e&*er expe&to find 
So cold a' Miſtreſs to his wiſhes kind ? 


How could her watry Breaſt his Flames approre, 
Too chill alas ! to feel the warmth of Love. 


Raiſing 
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Raiſ ing at length, with pain, his drooping Head, 
Thus, with a ſigh, and folded Arms, he ſaid. 
Tell me; ye Woods, ye aged Woods declare, 
Have ye yet known a Youth ſo Wretched here? 
I No Seas, nor Mountains do our Joys remove, 


"xl Nought, but a lictle Water, parts our Love. 


As oft as I to Kiſs the Flood deſign, 

| | $o oft his Lips aſcend, to Join with mine. 

Ah! Beauteous Boy ! Why ſhould you ſcornful flee ? 
I too am Young, I too have Charms, like thee. 

| Come forth, whatcer thou art, nor grieve me ſo, 

& Or I will follow you where'er you go. 

Þ& You move your Lips, I ſee your Breath appear; 

But what you utter I muſt never hear, 

Oh ! *tis my ſelf, alas ! I plainly ſee, 

Tis my own Shadow that bewitches me. 

Ia my own Flames I burn : what ſhall I do? 

Dire& me, Heavens,! Shall I be woo'd, or wooe ? 
What ſhall I wiſh, what ſhall I further crave, 

Since what I covet I already have ? 

Ye bounteous Gods ! too much has'made me Poor, 
Disjoin me from my ſelf, I 2sk no more. 

Sure my deſire may admiration move, 

I would be diſpoſleſs'd of all I Love; 
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Alas ! I faint, I find I cannot live, 
Sure after Death I ſhall no longer grieve. 
Would her I Love might ſtay when I am gone, 


Two Wretched Lovers are deſtroy'd in one, 

Then gaz'd again upon the form he made, (Shade. 
And view'd with Watry Eyes the falſe, deluding | 
His dropping Tears rais'd Circles, as they fell, 
And ſunk the Shadow which he Lov'd fo well. 
Weeping, methinks, ſhould eaſe the pains he bore, 
But ev'n his Tears made him Lament the more. 
Soon as he ſaw the fleeting Shadow flee, 

Ah! ſtay he cry'd, and I will die with thee, 

Let me but ſee you in the Envious Flood, 

And Feaſt my Paſſion on that empty food. 

Ah! too, too Juſtly I deſerve my pain, 
The Nymphs all Lov'd me, yet they Lov'd in vain, 
The Beauteous Eccho, oh ! I Mourn for her, 
Ungratefol I, who would not hear her Pray'r. 
My harſh diſdain did that fair Virgin kill, 
Shame to my Sex! By me, by me ſhe fell. 
Complaining thus, he beats his Naked Breaſt, 
But feels the Torment where the pain was leaſt. 
His Snowy $kin by his rude Blows was made 


Like faireſt Apples ſtreakt. around with red. 


Which 
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Which when he ſaw in his fair form appear, 
He could no longer ſuch a ſorrow bear, 
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Here he receiv'd the ſtrokes, -but ſmarted there. 

As virgin Wax diſſolves with fervent heat, 

Or Morning Froſt, whereon the Sun-beams beat. 

$0 thaws Narciſſus with his fierce deſire, 

And Melts conſum'd in an unſual Fire, 

From his pale Cheeks their wonted glories fled, 

' They Bluſh no longer with a Beauteons Red, 
None of thoſe Charms, thoſe fatal Charms remain, 
Which Wretched Eccho fo admir'd in vain. 
That lighted Nymph deplores his hopeleſs fate, 

F Nor, for his ſcorn, did ſhe return him hate. 


From her ſad Breaſt all Thoughts of Vengeance fled, 
She living Lov'd him, and ſhe Mourns him dead. - 


1. F He dying cry'd, farewel, beloy'd in vain, 

She Sympathizing, ſo complain'd again, 

The waſted Youth a Yellow Flow'r became, 

A Beauteous Flow'r, which ſtill retains the name. 
The Swains bewail him, all throughout the Groves, 
And every Shepherd Moans Narciſſus Loves, 
TheMourningNymphs bedew the ground with Tears, 
That much Lov'd ground, which fair Narciſſus bears. 
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Then view with forrow the deluding well, 


And with their Flowing griefs the Waters ſwell, 
Thoſe hated Waters where Varciſſus fell. 

No tuneful Bird in all thoſe Woods will ſing, 
And penlive Flocks paſs bleating by the Spring. 
It's very Waters a repentance ſhow, 


And ſeem to Weep, as from the well they flow. 


— ack 
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Pan and Syrinx. 


E haughty Maids, let this example warn, 
And fright you all from your injurious ſcorn. 

Fair Syrinx liv*d on ſweet Arcadra's plains, 

The Joy, :and Torment.of the wondring Swains. 

Belov'd by all, yetnoone's Flames return'd, 

For her the Rival Gods, for her the Sylvans burn'd, 
| Nay, the rovgh Satyrs lay their rudeneſs by, 

Such was her Form ! And gaze when ſhe is nigh. 

For, thro' the Woods vit with her Bow ſhe came, 


And like Diana, chac'd the flying game. 


At her approach the yielding Branches Bow, 
And haity twigs bend till ſhe paſſes through. 
The darkeſt Groves are on a ſuddain bright, 


And ſeem to ſmile at their new Robe of light. 
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The Am'rous Trees Bow their Officious heads, 
(Treads. 


M— 
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| And ftrew their willing leaves, where'er fair Syinx 


All who behold her, are her Suitors grown, 
But the Chaſt Nymph reſolves to live alone, 
To live a Maid; and therefore pities none, 
Unhappy fair ! By her own Charms betray'd, 
Such Beauties ſure were for enjoyment made. 
Her eager Lovers.now in vain purſue, 

And ſtrive to Raviſh, ſince in vain they wooe, 
Untouch'd, till now, ſhe ſported all abroad, 
But now is Courted by the Shepherd's God. 


He ſaw the Nymph at her delightful game, 

He ſaw, he Lov'd, and muſt reveal his Flame 
And with ſuch Words as theſe, he urg'd her ſtay, 
Why from a God do you thus haſt away ? 
Sweating, and ſpent, he follows ſtill the fair, 


- As, Crown'd with Pines, Pan from Lyceus v 


Sees the bleſt Zephyrs wanton in her Hair, 


| And all her flying Garments looſely bear. 


Her growing Beauties now inflame him more, 
And his freſh Crown he from his Temples tore, : 


A Crown healways much eſteem'd before, 
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Now, to ſmooth Ladon's Sandry Banks has flew, 
She ſhuns him-faſt, who does more faſt purſue, 

In the God's reach the Nymph does now appear, 
The Wings of Love out-fly the Wings of fear. 
With longing Arms he ſtrives to ſeize his prey, 
Which from his cheated Arms eſcapes as oft away. 
Thus the balk'd Hound ſnaps at the Hare in vain, 
Deceiv'd, Poſts on, and is deceiv'd again. 

But now the Nymph no more has Pow'r to run, 


Nor knows ſhe how the eager God to ſhun. 

She ſtrait the watry Deity adores, 

Deſires their pity, and their aid implores. 

Her Pray'rs are heard, and ſhe is caught at laſt, 
Whom,chang'd to Reeds, the wond'ringPanembrac't, 
Amaz'd, he now for his loſt Miſtreſs Mourns, 

And ſpeaks her praiſes, and his griefs by turns. 
Stirr'd with his fighs,theReeds with tremblings move, 
And in ſhort Murmurs make complaints of Love. 
Pleas'd with the Sound, the God. all Raviſh'd,cries, 
Tho! thee in Perſon Rigid fate denies, 

Thy ſweet, thy Charming Muſick never dies. 

Still ſhall ſuch converſs by thy change be found, 


And her own Pipe ſhall Syrinx praiſes Sound. 


Jupiter 
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.M : 
Jupiter and Semele. 


Beginning with the Deſcription of Fame 
and her Palace. 


Plact there is in the Capacious Air, 
+ ®. Where all things done, tho? far remote, appear, 


'Fame's lofty Palace, whoſe tall Tow'rs outvie 
'The lowly Clonds,- and reach the Bleweſt Sky. 


The Airy Queenin her high Manſions dwells, 


Knows all is ſaid, and more than all ſhe tells. 
Whatcer is done, whate'er is ſpoke ſhe hears, 


A hundred Ears, a thouſand Tongyes ſhe bears. 
 Wing?'d round about, thro? all her Tow'rs ſhe flies, 


Deſcends to Earth, and Mounts again the Skies. 
Her Royal Arms two diff*rent Trumpets hold, 
Braſs in the left, and in the right hand, Gold. 
From place to place with flying haſt ſhe roams, 


And Sounds them loudly whereſoc'er ſhe comes. 


Ten thouſand ways lead to her Spacious Court, 
Millions of rumours to her Hall reſort. 

A while they talk of things they ſcarcely know, 
wander a while, and then away they go. | 
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Her Friendly Gates are wide expanded ſtill, 


And with ffrange News her large Appattments fill, 


All built of Ringing Braſs, fer Houſe reſounds, 
\ Reports things told, and every Word rebounds. 
Within, no ſilence, yet the noiſe not loud, 


But like the Murmring Voices of a Crowd. 
Such as from far the rowling Billows cauſe, 
Or as ſpent thunder with a fainting noiſe. 
With ſecret Whiſpers all the Palac@Rings, 
Of unkgown Authors, and of doubtful things. 


Here, truths, with lies confus'dly mixt, are told, 


And the New Words ſtill differ from the old. 
Millions of Tales, yet each, in telling, grows, 
For every Author adds to what he knows. 

So, in a Crowd, the Snow is rowP'd by all, 
And grows a Mountain which was firſt a Ball. 
Raſh, fooliſh Errour has her lodgings here, 
Vain, ſhort liv'd Joy, and ſad dejeted Fear. 
Theſe wait on Fame, from her their being have, 
And, when ſhe pleaſes, loſe the Life ſhe gave. 


| From her, wrong'd Juno knew her Bed defiPd, 


Kngw, how'lew'd Scmele was great with Child, 


zarag'd, ſhe cries, my plaints are all in vain, 


Poor, | Tighted Goddeſs ; wil ou till complain ! 
| Way 


— 
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Sway we a Scepter, and is Heay'n our ſeat, 

Or am I more than Titularly great ? 

When thus a Mortal bears a Rival's Name, 
And by her Iſſue would Divulge her ſhame. 

W hat ſhe brings forth my Thund'rer did beget, 
Such as our Love has ſcarce effected yet. 

But if his Siſter, and his Wife I be, 


My Juſt revenge ſhall A& what's worthy me. 


Then, leaves her Throne, and in a Colour%d Cloud, 

Deſcended where her Rival's Palace ſtood. 

Her Skin all wrinkled, and her Hair was gray, (way. 
Who with her creeping Feet,grop'd outher ling'ring 
Crooked her Limbs,her Voice was Weak, andHoarſe, 


1n all reſpedts ſhe ſeem'd her Rival's Nurſe. 


Long would ſhe talk, whene'er ſhe mention'd Jove, 
(your Love. 

And Cry, Pray Heavens none elſe has wrong'd 

Yet, truth, I fear, for Maids have thus been won, 

Deceiv'd by Cheats, and by their Wiles undone. 

If he be Jove, let him ſome wonder do, 


: That may conviace you he is truely ſo. + « 


2 all his glories let him ACt his Love, 
Deckt yith thoſe Enſigns which his Godhead prove; 


Such, 
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Snch, and ſo mighty, as when Juno's Charms 
{ove him to claſp her in his burning Arms. 

Thins ſhe Mvis*dz and ſet her Thoughts on Fire, 


— 


Who wildly Rages with a fierce deſire. 

And begs of ove a favour, yet unknown, 

He bids her ask, he will refuſe her none. 

He ſwears by Styx, which, thro' obſcure aboads, 
Spreads his dull Streams, rever'd by all the Gods. 
Pleagd with her high, deſtructive Pow'r to move, 
She muſt be loſt by her Ambitions Love. 

Tells him to her's he ſhall no Charms prefer, 
Bnt, as he is to Juno, be to her. 

Within her Arms he muſt his glories ſhew, 
And as he*s Heaven's, be Love's greatThund'rer too, 
In haſt, he ſought to ſtop her fatal Tongue, 

For oh { On that he knew her ruine hung. 

Too late alas ! His vain atempt he made, 

For ſhe had ask'd, and muſt be now obey'd. 

The God was griev'd he had fo raſhly ſworn, 

He knew his Love, his Semele muſt burn. 
Wrapt4nYark Clouds, he ſadly Mounts hisThrone, 
And ſhow'rs his ſorrows in lond Tempeſts down. 
Dreſt in his thunder, but of mildeſt Flame, 
To thoſe Appartments, where ſhe lodg'd, he came. 

Her 


Ney 
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Her great ſucceſs ſhe ſadly now bewailes, 

For Oh! more Fires than thoſe of Love ſhe Feels. 

Her high preſumption, and it's fate ſhe Mourns, 

And in thoſe bright embraces, which ſhe urg'd, ſhe 
(Burns, 


Glaucus and Scylla. 


D Epnlgd by Scylla, Love-Sick'Glaucus flies 


To try what Pow'r in Crice's Magick lies, * * 
And now at length, to Flaming etna came, 
Etna and he Burnt with an equal Flame. 


Theace, ſoon arriv'd at the deſign'd abode, 


The Mir Enchantreſs welcomes there the God. 
To whom in moving Words his Flames he proves, 


J And ſadly thus Reveals his ſlighted Loves. 


Twas Scylla's Beauty rais'd my fond deſires, 
And in the Waters kindled raging Fires. 
On a high Rock cloſe to the Seas ſhe ſtood, 


And caſt her Eyes down tow'rds the riſing Flood. 


There firſt 1 ſaw her, there I Lov'd her too, 


Courted, fhe fled, nor could I fait purſue, 
So, to implore your aid, I came to you, 


This 


76 Metamorphojis of Love. 


This favour, Goddeſs, you may ſoon confer, 
Quench not my Fires, but raiſe the like in her, 
To whom thus, Circe ſpeaks with taking Air, 

Be well aſſur'd you may enjoy the fair. 

I, ſprung from Sol, to your Embraces run, 

With Radiant Charms, bright as my Parent Sun, 
Meet her who ſeeks thee, her,who flies thee,ſhun, 


Thus let thy fairer ſuppliant's Pray'rs be heard, 
My Love muſt ſure be to her ſcorn prefer'd. 
Glaucus replies to her who Courts him ſo, 
Firſt ſhady Groves ſhall on the Billows grow, 
Birds thro? the Seas, Fiſh thro” the plains ſhall moyg 
Eer 1, while Scyiia lives, eltrange my Love. | 
Know then, ſhe Crys, I ſhall not tamely beag 
Your proud repulſe, nor fall to vain Deſpair, 
No, there's a Beauty you to me prefer, 

To ruin thee, I'll be reveng'd on her. 

Thence, utt'ring Charms, ſtrait to a Sandy Bay, 
In haſt ſhe flies ; there Beauteous Scylla lay. 
Sad Glaucus too fowards the ſhore return'd, 

His Miſtreſs, chang'd into a Rock, he Mourn'd, 
Circe refys'd, and {till for Scylla Burn'd. 
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Diana and AQzon. 
Begining with the Deſcription of a C ave, 


A Cave hore is, deeÞin a Geclining zround, 
By Stately Pines, and Cypreſs Shaded round. 


Tall Reeds, and. Oſiers at the Entrance grew, 
And parted weeds with Riv'lets running through. 


 FThe rough, Arch'd Roof all form'd of Moſſy Stone, 


al 


Yfrom which long Tufts of Shaggy Graſs hung down. 
Here, ChryſtalStreams in the ſmooth Bottom flow, 
JF And riſe in Bubbles from their Springs below. 


from it's Cleft ſides in rills the Waters pour, 

And in their conſtant Courſe trace one another o'er. 
” Here, with her Nymphs, the chaſt Diana came, 
And, all undreſt, bathes her ſoft Limbs with them. 
Pleas*d with the grateful coolneſs of the Cave, 

Her fatal Bow to her Lov'd Maid ſhe gave. 

When, led by fate, the tir'd A7zor too, 

With wand'ring ſteps, to the ſameCave withdrew. 
The Nymphs all Shrick'd to ſee a Man appear, 

And ſtood amaz'd, and ſenſelefs with their fear, 
Like Iv'ry Pales about their Goddeſs there, 

She 


v 


' Daſhing rude Water in his Face, ſhe ſaid, 


| And on a ſwifter Scent all chaſe the Princely prey. 
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She ſaw him too, more Tall than all her Train, 
And wiſh'd in haſt ſhe had her Bow again. 

As a bright Cloud, by Snn-Beams piercd, appears 
Or a fair Morn, which Virgin Bluſhes wears, i 
So Chaſt Diana ſeem'd, for ſuch were her's. 


— 
* 


Tell how you ſaw a Goddeſs diſſarray'd, 

Yes, tell aloud where you have boldly been, 
i give you leave, ſpeak all that you have ſeen. | 
Chang'd to a Stagg, now wing'd with fear he flies, | 
And is ſurpriz'd to ſee his ſwifter thighes. 

But when his Head the next clear River ſhows, 
And the proud Arms his-Nature there beſtows, 

He ſtarts with wonder, and himſelf he fears, 

Tho” not his Form, yet his own Mind he bears, 
And ſpeaks his ſorrows in his Groans and Tears. 
What ſhall he do 2 Alas! He grieves, in vain, 
AG ne'er muſt be himſelf again, 

How ſhall he reſt, how ſhall his change be born ? 
Shall he ſtay there, or ſhall he home retura ? 

Thus while he thinks, his Dogs appear in view, 
And he muſt run, for his own Hounds purſue; 

O'er Craggy Clifts,o'er Rocks they force their way, 


P The 
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The loſt 4F2on in his Anguiſh Cries, | 

, Where he us'd to follow, naw he flies. 

ain would he tell them whom-they ſought to lay, 
Bat oh ! He could not ſpeak; nor did he dare to ſtay. 
They ſeize him now, and tear the ſtately foe, 

Who were by him taught to be Cruel ſo. 

'YVith uſual-fhonts their Dogs the Huntſaien chear. 
ſeek, and call their Lord, already too,too near. 


looks he Anſwers, yet is blam'd by all, 
auſe thought abſent at his wond'rous fall. 


3g 


Coronis and Neptune: 


Rom Royal Blood the fair Coronis came. 
| As great by Beauty, asby Birth in fame. 
from both alike ſhe has a Pow'r to move, 

from both alike ſhe draws SpeQators Love, 

fer awful Charms make ſuppliant Princes Kneel, 

And quit their Crowns to ſhew-the Pangs they feel. 

{ Bclov'd by all, none dare her Laws oppoſe, + 

Sore (till to Friumph, and enflave her foes. (Tile, 

The Neighb'uring Kings, who by their Arms might - 
(qu'ring Eyes. 

Dread leſs—her Father's Scepter, than her Con- 

he | ___ While 
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While now the Maid walks on the nearer ſhore, 
To view the Floods, and- hear the Billows roar. 
While now ſhe ſteps upon the Sandy Bay, 

And ſeerhs another Yenus of the Sea. 

The Amrrous Fiſh approach the harder ſtrand, 
Moſt now delighted on the Happy land. 

No ſcaly Armour from her Beauties Saves. Y 
With'theitſhortWings they cut the brighter Waves; 5 
The Sea Nymphs float vpon the ſwelling Flood, 5 
Like Fancy ſeated on-a moving Cloud. | 

Now HWeptune too thro' Waters feels a Flame. 
And owns Love's Mother from the Ocean came. 
At firſt he ſees the Maid, Serene, and fair, 
And tells his ſuff*rings with a Lover's care. 


But now more rough with ſelling Paſſions grown. 2 
When ſhe, his Heav'n,pour'd angry-Tempeſts down; 7 | 
Like his own Waves, he does to ruine move, ; 
And, all inrag'd, chates with the ſtorms of Love. | 
The frighted Virgin from the Ocean flew, F 
And, fwift as Winds, he does in haſt purſue. A 
Tir'd in the Sands, the God approaching near, Tt 
She Cries for aid, and Begs the Heay'ns to hear. I xg, 
As to the Skies her trembling Arms ſhe threw. | 
On their chang'd skinBlackPlnmes of Feathers grew. 
Turn'sF 
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| Turn'd to a Crow; ſhe cuts the ugper Air « 
{And leaves s her Dis who ſtands wond'ring there. 
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H E Widow*d Orpheus for the Bride he loſt, 
; Undaunted haſtens tothe Stygian Coalt. 
; "Thinking to. Charin with-Verſe the Powers below 
| 5 And hopes his Wife may be recover'd ſo. 
'" Already now the. Courts of Death he paſt; 
And mov'd all Hell with his ſoft Songs at laſt; 
F- "The Fiends with ſilent Adnyration heard, 
| 'The Mornful Muſick of the Artful Bard. 
] His Harp and Tongue did Joy to all afford, 
0. - hile the Black roofs the wond'rous Song, reſtor'd. 
No more does Tantalus in vain eſſay, I 
'To taſt the ſtreams which ran too faſt away, 
| Now, ev'a the floods their rapid torrents ſtay. 
| The wretch forgets whit he deſir'd ſo long, | 
"And only thirſts to hear the charming Song, 
The fifry Maids no longer fill their Urn, 
Nor the quick"toſs of their ſpilt Waters mourn; 
Þ 7xion now does a ſhort reſþit feel, 
ef And leans; and liſtens on his quiet Wheel, 
a bY The 
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The ravnous Vultyre now torments no more, - 
And Titius Liver is no longer fore. | 
The Fiends to torture Wretched Souls forbear, 
And Furig Weep with a relenting cate. | 
All Hell Harmonjous with his Voice appears, 
Of equal ſweetneſs with the moving Sphere. 
| Nor was the Muſick, which he made, | nan, 
' All Hell conſents to give his Bride again. | 
But a ſhort time ſhe with the Youth, remain'd,"* 
His Paſſion loſes what his Poem gainU, 
The Pow'rs below did on theſe Ternds reſtore 
His Wretched Wife to kave the Stygias: ſhore. 
If, till he quite the Shades of Night had paſt, 
And reach'd the clear eiberial light at laſt, 
He turn'd his Eyes, his longing Eyes, to fre | 
His doubtful prize, it ſhould for ever flee. | 
Long now,he wanders, and*Extreamly burns, 
Long be forbears, but urg'd at laſt, he turns. 
And now arriv'd to a faint, glimnrriog light, "WP 
> (Night, (FF 
Where the Sun's rays pierc'd thro? the gloomy( | 'K , 
He caſts his eager Eyes,to ſee the wiſh'd-for ſight, 1 $1 
His Wretched Wife can now no longer ſtay, 
From his laſt look ſhe fleets'in haſt away. ; 
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Fo vain be chought to carch the Shade again, 
| 4 he too bent Backwards, to be caught, in vain. 
k 'X double Death could not her anger move, 
FH Imd no fault but his exceſs of Love. 
'Þ Gods | What curs'd Thoughts urg'd his rais'd Paſt 
; {Wheti he perceiv'd ſhe was forever gone ! (ong on; 
F Fled from his hold, and muſt returii io more; 
bf, I: e thinks he's now in Hell, and was inHeay'n before; 
What Aniions ills did in his fancy rowl, 
TAnd what Tomultnous Pangs perplext his Soul 
: 3 a vain he wiſh'd he might with her return, 
d þ [But that deny'd, he coulg do nought but Mourn. 
4 p t vain he Sung, his Notes wereall in vain, 
No Verſe, no Charm could bring her back again, 
'FStay, dear Eurydice, Ab ! 1 Stay, he Cries, 
1} | ow faſt the Lovely, fleeting Shadow flies! 
'& How faſt ſhe ſlinns me, tho? I can't purſue ! 
7 his were not Hell, ſhovld it reecive me too, 
& | $ he” $ now already on the farther Coaſt, 
Loſt i is Eurydice, my Wife i is loſt, * 
o.track of time again can ſet her free, 

| 5he's gone for ever, ever gone from me. 

L | * Charms a ſecond time Hell's Pow'rs can move, 

(Oh! ! They will acer releaſe my Wretched Love. 
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No ſacred Verſe, no ſacred Pray'rs will do, 
Hell has her.now, would Hell had Orpheus too. 
' In Titius Place letme his torments bear, : 3 
Love's a worſe Vulture than that gnaws him there. © F - 
It preys, alas / On a much Nicer part, "Wt 
That hurts the Livery but this hurts the Heart. 
Is this your goodneſs then ?' ye Helliſh Pow'rs ! 
Yes, it may eaſily be known for yours. . '  n 
Some ſpightful Fiend releas'd her from the ſhore, "MW 
But with deſign to make my. ſuff*rings more. \ 
For on ſuch Terms you gave me back 'my Wife, 
You knew I muſt lole her, and ſhe her Life. 
Thus is your Nature plainly underſtood, 
You neer intended to be wholly good. 
By ſome damn'd Pow'r contriv'd, I know not how | 
You bleſt a ſhort, ſhort while, to curſe me now. © 
Ah! Yet be kind, and my dear Bride reſtore, 
Let me enjoy the Bleſſing, yet, once more. 
Let my fond Eyes once more their Pleaſure boaſt, ** 
Which but for tgo much Love had ne&er been to. 


By that dread ſway, that horrdur which 1 view, 
By thoſe vaſt Realms which were allotted you, 
By that unqueſtion'd right you rule them'too. 
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\Pythele myPray'rs,arid Tears,whichonce hadCharmb; 
ace more reſtore her to my longing Arms. 
A little whilelet her on Orpheus ſmile, 
”, pad fc is yours, within a little while.” 
LK ife is but ſhort, and when you pleaſe to call, 
f y You can have her, you can have me, and all. 
g 7 hus Sung the Youth, but had not Pow” r to move, 
No Charm the ſecond time could gain his Love. 
| ; ack'd with Deſpair, he quits the Stygian Coaſt, 
q or could he ſtay where his dear Wife was loſt. 
Back to the light he takes his monrnful way, 
But was not CheAr'd at the approach of Day. 
Ih ſad complaints he'does his griefs rehearſe, 
nd tells his Sorrows in his moving verſe. 
E te Sings inceſſantly in Charming ſtrains, 
b | nc hh Stanes to him o'er the flaw'ry Mains; 
| Pipe bringsHerds,ahd their pleagdFlocks along, 
Wl ich leave their paſture, to admire his Song, 
he Trees Dance xound, as if they underſtood, 
| H wondrous Sympathy, the Voice of Wood, 
; lan: the Nymphs, and Sylvans did rejoice, 
Sand raviſh'd Maids lay melting at his Voice, | 
Þ much the Poct with his notes could move, . 
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he wiſhing Virgins all their Pow'rs beſtow, 
- To Charm the Youth who had o'ercome them ſo, 
But ſtill Eurydice his Thovghts does fill, 
Her *tis he Loves; to her he's conſtant ſtill. » 
They, vexd to bear their fond deſires in vain, 
Hate where they Lov'd,and furious ver the plain, 
Purſue the Youth, who by their Hands is flain, 
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Works of the Muſs. 
bg: of Containing the 
{MISCELLANY of LOVE. 
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gCounteſs of Mapcheſter. 


Þ ADAM, RETS 
NO any intreſt prevail with me 
to addreſs a Perſon undeſerving, 
by my task would then be 4" 0h 
Ws the Painter who bas a Face before him, 
audiferent to Paint, knows bis chief buſt- 
Ste/s 75 to flatter ; he*knows be is not to 
wen; 2 Face, but make one./* But, Ma- 
em, 1 bave ſo Beautyful q Pattern be- 
ive me, my Eyes grow dazzled, and my 
you! is aw'd ; your Ladyſhif' is indeed. an 
$Vr:grnal, 2 raviſhing «Original. I here 
[ reſent you the Miſcellany of Love; 
Werm ſutable ; the Miſcellimy of all that's 
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The Fpiſte Dedicatory 


God et Ladyſhil is eſented 
by Nature to Dk, So tries { 
with ſo muc s mingled, ſca 

met before 3 % much, that 1 hope 


there's enough of both to ſmile on, miſe 
give a weak Endeavours of 


. Madam,” . 
Tour Ladyſhip? S Moft Humble 


Þ 
W- -- 

x A 3 
bes 39 
tes "4 ” 
£9 
4 » - : 
$2 4 
4 \ . 
Ec £ , [ ; 

-*% * % 
S5.oh " We” y .* = b 
:* IJ 
b TC 

V 


®_ 


—_— 
”"—- 


FO Flwdrs in Amaſia s Boſam. * In, 
Imitation Li Anacreon. 


HA T? tell me, what, ſhould 
50S - a (Flow'rs do there, 
Amaſia's ſmeet, as the is taig. 

£1n her, all blooming Beauties. meet ; 

: What Flow'r io fair, *as ſho is ſiveet ? 
| Not Flora's ſelf, ſhall proudly dare 
With my maſs to compare. . + 

| 'Flora's Breaſt, I know it well, 

| Does not lie her Boſom ſinell. 
Ak Flora too, her'ſelf, does know, 
© For elſe, ſhe would not. Court her ſo, 
| Not Eaſtern Spices, Indian Gums, 
 Afﬀord us half ſo rich Perfurfies. 

| / Not the Phenix boaſted Neſt 


*s Breaſt; 
; *” Cab Rival my Amaſa's Bre: 
4 *® Bf ® {ik by Carre 3, 42 $5 40 
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g2 Miſcellmny of Love. 


Arabia can't with her's compare, 


For Love's the Phenix, that dwells there.. * 


There,, tender ſighs and wiſhes move, 
The Rich, the Od"rous Breath of Love, 
Why ſhould thoſe Flow*rs, Amaſia, ſtay } 
Puck them; throw them far, away. 
| Why ſhould they,in thy Boſom live? » 

| They come to Rob thee, not to give. 
They could, when growing in the Field, 
They cauld-—but common. Odours yield, 
Throw them, Apaſia, a throw them by, 
Then Mark, how quickly they ſhall Yie. 
You will not thence the Robbers throw ,; 
Snre they are rooted there, and grow. 
O happy they, in ſuch a Bed ! ! | 
Where nothing withers, nor is dead. 
Tho? every other Flow'r you ſpare, 
Let no Narciſſus Flouriſh there, 
Whilſt thus my Rivalsbleſt Lice, 
1 find, thy Boſom can be free, 
_ To any thing, but Love and me, 
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Miſcellany of Love. 9% 


ly 0 4 Lady PTY me 4 | Thouſan bapetivens 
A—— which [be wouldrhave A »ſwer* ” 


* rOur ſwarm of Queries one Juſt Anſwer draws, 

- l [ I did this, that, andevery thing—becauſe. 

\ Vhat, wont that Anſwer do ? Now, Fove forbid ; 
Ya this, that, andpall ; —becauſe I did. + 
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To the Lady above-mention'd, ſaying I gave her 
| a very ſenfeleſs, impudent Anjier, 


F ; 7 IN Mares of impertinence-involy'd, 
4 * You are not yet, nor can be Cer reſoly'd. 
3 1 thought, —Becauſe— had fairly play'd it's part ; 
3 D is very hard, you ſhould more Queſtions ſtart, 
#4 h Than your whole Sex can Anſwer for their Heart. 
Fg " 11 the reſponſe they practiſe, won't ſuffice ; 
7s, No; ——or ſhallI Anſwer you yith }hy's ? 
dy you, 1 hope, I ſhall no.more be task'd, 
| 7 aſwerd, as civilly, as I -was ask'd. 
{Now, ſince I give you my replies ſo plain, 
Þ Favour me once, and tell me what you ntean. 
*Þ Then, if yet muſt Anſwer you more true, 


| Start me a thouſand Queſtions all anew. 


BW 


94  Miſcelipy of Love. . 


T1 make replies, as as they are ſaid, 
Anſwer me only thig—— ib 
_ What 'cis you think, *and what you do a Bed. 3 b 
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Fo the ſame Lady, ſaying Id gi FF: 
king ns 5 ming ſhe would grue me eh 
Kiſs, if T wonld tell her what ſbe ask'd me. 
Y'" take the Bribe, but notmy Anders fell; "ſp 
Madam, you know, we muſt not Kiſs, and tell. 
Maids, oft &er now, (yet oft their aim have Miſt) 
Have been impertinent, but to be kiſt. : 
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To the Lady aforeſaid, ftriking me on the Fa / G 7 
with her, Fan, for my former Anſwers. k bd 


* 4 | ; TED - | 
N? longer now I muſt your rage withſtand, 
Who brandiſh- thus your Vengeance in your + 
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How very ſtupid muſt my ſenſes grow ! : | 
Which ne'er conceive, or what you ſay, or do, % 
But this—and this you beat into me too. 

To make returns for this laſt Favour ſhown ; 7 
Now you have Struck my Face, pray, hide your own.” \ 0 
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bs js bobs who ax ſy I writ aw ſuch tri. 
A fling Occaſions. 

4 Het? are the fitteſt ſubjets I can chan, 

I 4 For trifliag buſineſs, Suits a trifling Muſe. 

\Mmake my, Verſe, at leaſt, my own delight, 

d, Madam, when | trifle, then I write. 
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< Tidy, ſexing 1 ooghteo Marry ber, beceaſi 
E + joy pay me. | Pq 


£y = , * 


4 - Hos muſt I pay,by ſmarting, for your Wound ;. 
| q [@ +1f you be Conquer'd, why | ſhould 1 be bound? 
E ) never more to ſuch entreaties move, ,, 

[| Vc wguld not have me hate you, if you Love ?. 


01 ; b che ſame Loving ady , me,. abuſe 
F ; | was an ill xa 4 fo 4,Pe », but be 
| » thank d ber Stars, ſhe was but in Jet. 4 
. I 
FOUch Jugling, Tricks I cannot FINE - 
4x' You hold, unhurt, Coalg burning in your Hand. 
'F —_—_ may you ſport in the falſe Am'rons fit ; 


Love is a Jeſt, 1'ne*er could laugh at yet. 
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I'm pleag'd to find your wrongs lady's o'er, 
* For, ſhould I Wed,. I might abuſe-you:mote... 


Ly 
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| To 4 Lady aching my Opinion concernine thi 
 Wriuims cf tr Ancients 4nd agras: bk 


T © I'S onlyI dare nolithve avow, k che 
TheAncients wrote beſt chea,cheModeras non; 
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Toa Laay, making her a preſent of Straw-Wor 


wo IS OT or Me-<74 


L* T Straw no morein ſlighting Terms benam 4 
What ſhe accepts, grows worthy to be fam's F z- 
Let lab'rers beat the ſhining ſheaf no more, b 4 
Tis now priz'd higher thanthe Cora it bor® . 
From your fair hands I may this Knowledge draw; 4 
Your Eyes attragt my Heart, as thoſe the Straw... 2 " 
. O happy prody&, which the Field has giv'n! z 1 } 
From earth it Sprung, buk reaches now to Heaven! L 
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——L the Bol "defri iring my $ Wire, | 
po yore my. Book + = 


Ake it; the Wretched, lifeleſs Figirs TY 2 
RB Tis only giv”! n for my Amaſia's ſake. th 
* Itty Charms, 00 bright to be repel''d, you 'mayel 
Fer £, not thro? vanity 1 yield, but Love. | ; 
EAmaſia's Name does my Book's Title Crown, 
Lmafia's Name; which gives. my Book"Renown! 
nce *tis I grant, with pleaſure, your demand ; 3 
Shall I not,” Join'd with my Ama}; 3a, ſtand: ? 
- with a  ſcoff, the World my form diſdain, 
| b he Cens' Fog World, unknowing Lovers pain; + 
bn i this account, Im proud of heing vain, 
f ſelf I gave to the bright Maid before ; 
how i in a Picture « can I give her } more / 
the World talk, and rail, and rave aloud; 
Inerer yet for ſordid praiſe have Bow'd ; 
PMcall Fools envious, while they call me  Srond. 
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To 4 certain Gentleman ' you moſt. Fnow, of 
Cenſorious on me, for aſſenting fo my Book 5 FE 
ſober; s deſire. —_ : L 

; 'f underſtand you, Sir, and now fee, ) b | 

(Tho' now too late,l own :thon can'ſt not be> B; 

My Piture's Friend, much leſs a Friend to me. 
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To # Lay, cling we 1 ſhould Lon ourt pela, / 4 ? 
I expedited to gain SET F* | 


EF: like a Virgin I ſhould Fame alore, 3 
The more 1 Court, ſhe would but fly the wore. F 
Courtſhi p for praiſe, would render me moſt rain, 4 | 
For none Cer Courts, but has ſome hopes to gai 4 | £1 
Fame, if ſhe cornes, is welcome ; but at worſt, | TL L 
The Poet can *t be like the Lover curſt, | b- - ; 
O'er every ſenſe my Lov'd Amaſia Reignd, '" 
I Courted her, and Courted, ſhe diſdain'd. 
No other Charmer ſhall my Miſtreſs be ; | 
For ſhe was Fame, and every thing to me, \ B | 
Let flatt'ring Fame yield to the flatt” ring Muſe ; +? W 1 
What I ner gain'd, ne'er ſought, I cannot loſe. Þ Vh 
. j It 
5” vel * 


Miſcellany of Love. 


0H et, praiſe I boaſt, while the pretence 1 quit, 

z 1 þ fe 'tis my Fame, that I neer ſought it yet. 

FL et others Court her in a tedidus Courſe, 

b i! [1 not purſue, but if I meet her, force. 

: Tt God of Verſe himſelf, purſuing, fail'd, 

q xd He woo'd leſs, he had, perhaps, prevaild, 

My Charming Dapbne, my Amaia loſt, 

{Fiſhould not much of begding Laurels boaſt, =. - 
| from the chang *d Nymph ſoft ſighing Breezes camez 
Tis Breath, meer Air, that gives the Poet Fame, # 

h How would my Raptur'd vanity run high, 


| C ould L like Phoebus, hear my- Charmer ſigh ! 
"Wot here no pains, . no Courtſhip can ſucceed ; 
4 hn hgh ? -— that would be Fame indeed. 
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'BÞÞ « Lat, [a wing with a ſale, ſhe FI I would 
E ] I not perform my Promiſe. 


4C Doubt i it not ; or doubt if Truth be true, 
* All promiſe, . is performance, made to SE 


le that adores, brings Incenſe in his Hands ; 
Y þ io dares withhold whatever Heaven demands ? 3 
en o'er the Seas Neptune exerts his ſway, 
lathe ftruck Rock what-rebel Wind ſhall tap? A 
Bo Cc 2 Sharp 
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. 100 Miſcellany of Love. 


Sharp as his Trident Flies each Glance you Dart, | . 

But meets no Rock in a ſoft Lover's Heart. "= 
| * When the Soul AR, what thought ſhall flag, behind, 
The Flames you raiſe,mount ſwifter than the Wind, Þ 9 
But whilſt, thus ſmiling you impoſe my task, | | F 
Your Eyes give more, than what your Lips can ask: | | 
And yet, your Conqr'ring killing Pow'r*s ſo great, b 
You Force, and Rob me, while you thus intreat. f 
All gen'rous grants, from tie Heart raviſht flow x ” 
What need you ask, my Heart is yours, you knc , ks, 
{Whilſt to obey thoſe ſmiles the Lover flies, | F 
Grant him but this——the promiſe of thoſe Eyes. | : | 


Toa Lady, relling me I writ too faſt. 


Were hard, *tis true, *twere very hard indeal yi "og 
IfI ſhould write more faſt than you. can re ad L 

My 7uſes Works, thus, to your Summs amount, 
Making more Slaves than ev'n the Eyes can Count.) - I 
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47 the fame Lad ty ſajing—Su re, never thought, 
I | and Comm ding me to write on « Feather. 
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NOW I ſhall think ;; what Genius can refuſe, Fa 
3 b s >... When you thus kindly Wing the flying Muſe? 
IY No boiſt'rous Winds my Soul's Emotions bear, 
| But you know, Madam, Feathers fly with Air. - 
EZ if think ſometimes,(by my beſt Thoughts, Ytis true, 
of: LOn my 6wn wit, gd on your Beauty too, 
lf}. And think them nffich alike—»I think I do. 
I ; {Strange i is your Female ſway o'er thoughtful Men, 
. : 3 [orennge ! That your Feather ſhould Command my 
| ' Rouz'd from a Muſing fit, yon often Cry, * ( Pen. 
: You think on nethin# ; why, Juſt ſo do I. 
| poly by chance, for once, one thought I'll write,- 
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| F To a Lady ki ing ſbe imagin 'd Poets were all on 
F-: » Fire when they rode. 3 4 


We my Amaſia Chania my Soul, by turns] 
: The Poet rages, and the Lover burns. , 
wy [8 "But eny other Theam no warmth inſures, 
[ My1 Breaſt is then, almoſt. as cold as yours, 
Cc'3 I 
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Ld her 


WE on. this Subjett y; you afford, 1 wiitt, 
Concealing ome, you. bring, more Works | 
(to. Light Y. 
Whilſt from your Breaſt my. inſpiration-flows, |} 
Your Charming Breaſt anew; Parnaſſus grows, | 
Two Spiring, mounts give the fad Bill renown, E 
T'wo Spiring mounts,..414/;4's Bom Cromn. * ; 
Take qure, ſofc Charmer, of thy Breaſt take care, * | 
* Far thro! my Verſe, my, Soul will enter there, 
Whilſt thus my lines are. in thy Boſom lay'd, 
TO I IONY than-the Poet made, 
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To 4 Lad with; a4 wVery C harmin Pim wor 27 ire Fi 
_ Chin," occaſion'd by. «- ſcar, w po 
_ <EEEY aiſtemper had fi "is 


"Hat: Wounds leave ſcars, is known toell on } 
( WAI oy ; 
but none eer knew, that ſcars left Wounds behing. - 


The dire effe&, thus, the dire Cauſe. is gromng 
I ſee your Wounds, $9 ſmarting feel my Wn, 


. Thus, 7 
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ins, Graces infinite yout Features Arm; (Chart 
| What are your Pow'rs ! When en Deſcaſe, can 
| | Shafts at impaſſive Heaven are ſhot i in vain, ns 
-| © With - -Vengeance . Wing'd, they kill, when turn 

* 2 *To Salve my Wounds, grant me one Balm) TY 
i” ror tis thro your Deſcaſe I pine. and die, © 

F - Be kind ; and perfealy reſtore me ſound, _ 

| | f - Where Love : heals Oh a raricopr'd Sear Is found: 


«4 k mr * 
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js, 4 Lad Dubetig ar _ Bull. 


E Muſe appears,all Airy, i in my view,. RY 
3 ' The Muſe appears, and Dances, Bright, like 
I H | Like you, ſhe fleets, and in my fancy flies, (you, 
_ All  Wing'd, and gliding faſt thro? azure Skies. : 
þ Loc! ! She deſcends, and hithet darts her way, 
3 [Like Sun-beams ſwiftly bright———- 
"2 D All LufProus clear, - and flathing on the Day: 
TJ With moviog Air, like thee ſhe paſſes now, 
; 4 * Welcome,my Muſs—ob ! Not the Muſe—'ts thay 
ws | * Forgive me, Virgin, I miſtook the fair, 

|: Only thy ſelf could with thy ſelf compare, 
"You are my Mufe, *tis you, *tis you inſpire, ' 

| Whil your each motion Fans the kindling Fire: 


oY | My 
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| At once you Daiice,” and give the Muſik tos. | 5 
* O that my Vert could runof Feet like thine, < I 
p> * My rumbers thed, Would grow, like thee; Divine? # 
| | Sf frue ou move, yer with fuck Gift furprize, bs 73 
Tho = Kill, fiohe tan perecive'you riſe, .** © BE 


Stay, Britiſh Dagbnt,” *tis pot Sol purſues, 
wikfittig too faſt tlie race, the prize you loſe. 
My fivifteſt Thoughts ir'vain toreachyon ſtrive; - 
Stay, thou. halt wonthaLaurel,:yet alire .Y 
Take the reward, the Poets Crown' $your due, 
Both Crowns and | Hearts all muſt ſubmit to you, * ih 
| g if 6 to thee a fate like Daphne - fell, 
would the Wreath he prizd— 
How would all wrine, and how would [ excel! 
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| write Satyr, | F 
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Ince Goige; Madar,] his her Bicth Ha fpighty. 

If you Tar May that wonld make mg” 

| DIGOS 11: (Write: ./ 
My Sar Teeth; whey er - he Bitgs, ' draws Blood, * 
Not Af 3 Pit { # Blunt; a ang that's as good. . ./ 

| s OBS | Frovok', 
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| Miſcelany of 1 Dove. . TY 


; | provet'd,iteyorevgay frodling Thunder $ hurld, ; 
* Broad Sheets of- rage.like light'nings,are unfurFd, % 
And I could Flaſh,and Blaſt,'and Fear the World- 
F :Thoaſt an equal Privi viledge with you. 4G 
Sar ring my felf,: in every thing, I do. 
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j "4 To 4 7-0 whoſe Life wAs- indanger'd by 
= ris Endeavouring to _ « Lady in «Sphere 
, aboye hams. © \.> A 


* 


F 'G® on, "and ſpeak your Paſſion uncontrouFd, * 
For Love and Forthne bothgþefriend the bold, 

E | Maids arg] half zain'd, when, oncethe Suit's begun, 

{And {be deſerves to be thro? hazards WON. .. "BS, 

f torms paſt at Sea indear the Anchar'd ground ; 

I EF er Drake grewf fam'd, he did, the World ſurround, 
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NO iljaot 71K © m0 
A H! Hapleſs Day! How w ſad gloom appears ! 
*F * Rolling o'er me twice Twelye revolvingYears. 
jp | Thou gav'lt me Life, thus art thou doublycurſt, 
5 by my 9 ok 1 ay Ama za firſt, ” 
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Now, ſince wy time, twelve Circling buns roll on, on, 


Since that ſad time] found Angfia gone, —_— 


Scarcg to-corpleat thy Circle wouldS& thou ſtay, . - 1 
You bore in haſt, Grich a prize away. .* 
Return, Rapacious, Rival Year !: reſtore 

My fair, my Charmer, Charming as before; 
O woe Eternal ! O Eternal pait ! 

Kor you, nor ſhe muſt ſtrike my Eyes again; 

_ My endleſs Sorrows round thy Circle move ; | © 
retre! fatal Years ! Half of my Life was Love, ; 
Love was my Life ; and now I plainly fee, | 
[That Time and Neath are much the fame to me. 
© Irant me, Plabus ; this is all my Pray* r; 
One ſmiling Sun, let me behold my fair 

For that one Day, 'Spfetis ri bear thy doom, 
Paſt Years of Woe, atid Ages yet to come. 

If, on that Day, I meet Amaſia's ſcarn, 

If, on that Day, the Charmer ſhall not burn, 
Never may this, no, neyer more return, = 
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Seclng « Lady at 4 Pl, 
A Trip tothe Jubike 


LAPHE Scenc: ſcems now a Melancholy place; 
| i |& Here gaze,my Eyes, here revel, andEmbrace, $ 
bk And preſs, and Kifs, at every glance, that Face, 
"Let both the Author and his Play ſock Rome, 
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= | Peanty, I'm Fen, keeps my at home. 
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} 7 Lad, ander the Name of Phittormela. 


'M Charm'd, Pm ravidy'd with thy tuneful Song; 
F” Neer may this Philomela loſe ber Tongue. 

; | Sweet 3s the firſt, Harmoniouſly you move, . 
$ÞFy Sorrow the was taught, and you;by Laye, 


1oB Miſcellany of Love. 


" Was "above Gold, ard def Ir 'd my. advicg 'h 
in n his Suit. fe 'S 


E s, _ there are, fore yet ſome -Npel 
Some ger rons Nympbs, - defpiling ſordid gain. 4 
If fuch you find, no ſuff? rings are too hard, 
. No Pains are great enough for ſuck remard.. 
If fome'filth truly noble fair you fee] 
Yon meet that fair yet never met by me. 
My Art were uſflefs then, nor would | teach ; 
Devices far below her glorious reach, = 
Exalted Numbers ſhonld her worth Proclaim, | E A 
She ſhould be every Poet's Charming; Then; g 
Above the Stars the Muſe her name ſhould bear, I 
" Fix her immortal Crown, for ever fixt it there, 
Such gen'rous Flames would Paradiſe reſtore, * A 
With Flow'ry Pleaſures, as at firſt it bore, | / 


Miſcellany of Look, 109 
. Still ſhould thy Paſſion kindle, a as it ſoard, 
And ſhe, the Charming ſhe, ſhould be ador'd. 
/ Still with Obſequious Courtſhip ſhould'it thou ſerve, 
= } Thou could'ſt not Love her;as ſuch Charms deferve. 
F- - Let Am?rous Sylvius to that Charmer flee, 
# >. The Maid like her ſhould be belov'd by, me: 
+ Revolving Days and Nights would [ alnicy © 
| Gaze on her Eyes,draw thence New Streams of Fire. 
D | + At her dear Feet, all Proſtrate, Breath my lays, 
| Sing as ſhe ſmiles, her evefy motion Praiſe, 
” And look, & look again,revolving nights and days. 
} 'In tufteful Numbers every thought expreſs, 
* And make Immortal Love, and feel no leſs. 
© New tranſports ſtill ſhould from New tranſports ' 
Þ Groning: my ſelf, all raviſht, as a I Sing; (Spring, 
—_ Thoughts ſhould my whole Soul employ, 
- Immortal Love, and as Immortal Joy., 
- With trem'lovs, darting glances would I gaze, 
— | ix like ſome Statue, In a bleſt amaze. 
n—_ flutt'ring Heart it's motions ſhould improve, 
v | (move, 
; And where for Life but with one ſtroke 'twould 
| A thouſand beat, with quick glarms, for Love. | 


Then 
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Then, world Iron ter Nom'rons Beauties o'er, 


- Creative fancy ever Springing more. OM 'B 
Whilſt the 1dea feeds on new ſapplies, g 1 


#3 Whilſt thro' my Soul her Charming Image 

Joy, dancing, finites in my Extatick Eyes.  _ 

Trembling with eager Love wonld Tapproach, 

And as1 riſe, Bow Hombly,. &ef 1 tonch. ' 

' Now like Love's {elf, with dazling fight, behold, _ \N} 

Then, as all Wings, Ike the Fluſht Hero, bold, .0 L 
(Gold. Bo 

Ruſh on—and aſp her ”y as Miſers 4Jaſp their q W 

Seraphick Ra Charm, while 1 etubrace, C 1 

And as more cloſe my Eyes her Features trace, 'Y” 

Freſh glories dawn in her Aerial Face. 'Y- 

Ten thouſand, thonſpnd riſing preſſes paſt, 4: 

Still would I preſs her with. ſuch eager haſt, C TT 

That every cloſe ſhould ſeem the laſt of all the laſt. 

Each fainting Nerve new vigour ſhould reſerve, 

. And preſs, as Jealous of ſome Rival Nerve. 

As lightCnings flaſh on light'nings to each Pole, 

So ſhould new preſſes on new preſſes roll, (whole. 

Fly thro” each part at.once, diſſolving thro”: il 

Lodg'd on the Fragrant Boſom of the fair, 


I ſpread in haſt ten thouſand Kiſſes there. 


———_— 


* | Breath there my Soul,” there revelmy deſire 

J'Tis too, - too much. for Man=— | £454 
Ttaſt of Heaven,: and in a Trance expire. | 
. From my deligns how widely do 1 rove ! 
Wy did my Soul this fancy'd Beauty move ? 
TiSbs of Art," md yet by Nature Love. 
| [a may the Youth, whom 1 inſtru&, believe, 
| | b Z — Vatage would his utmoſt pains deceive. 
F can he think Pl] make the fair his prey; 
Ges to Ls dearcthy prize dwop? 55 
ye truſt me,youth, whilſt by Love” s Pangs I'm 
7 me Maids * wa 5 in Idea born, ED 
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Charm'd withtholeSweets ſtrait to herLips - 
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To 4 Lady, who "RR mein 4 Laveaifhiv Sick 


! 
y 
F 
pz 
: 7 call'd me---Poor Shadow of Love. 


| [ Ounds Lot in War to Warriours graceful 


* (ſhow, 


L414 


f; Pat on 11 a&ted not the Warriour's HEY, 


7 They loſe their Liofbs, but-I have lolt my Heart, 
K 'Y Like wounded Comards, I heartleſs found, 


And every Gar, who ſees me, now may Wound, 


| Be? , fi 7 
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_——_ 


No, pa Maid 7-1 1 yield not ok to Us, 
The beſt defence of Cowards, -is to- fly... 

In vain, in vain your Kyling Darts purſue, * 

I am Zove's Shadow, Beauty s ſubſtance You. 


|= . ? = IM... ho . 


To « Lath WO ine a ſecond peſan of 4 Lath j 
of her Haiy., after 1had in...an  Fqwaer 76s. 


turpd the firſt. . 


N= Umber thy Kia, count then 'my i of 
| 1 2% - (blifs; 
The Golden Fleecs was 4 mean prize-t6 this. | -+ 
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With: Soytls Superſtition, every.day; '. A 
To this Lov'd guift; as to ſorhe Saintzz Fl pray: 2 4 
Far brighter this, than Ariadnes Hair-. Te 
Tranſlated to the Gods, . and made aStaf; 5 $0 
That ſprung from earth; Cer to the Skies it flew; | Bi 
This grew in Paradiſe, in Heaven it grew. | Fh 
T hus, tho” the vanquiſh'd outworks' I have we,” f She 


Never, Oh ! Never tmuſt I gain the Town. 

Twice ten Years Siege would here ſuceefsleſ prope 
War ends in Peace, but can Deſpair gaig Love! "wo 
You gave the Lift; Ldid the gift reſtore, 

Again you gava, now to receive no more. 

My Heart was yours, you did the toy diſdain; 
Again "tis yours, ne'er to return again, What $i 


[/ 


| 0 may your Hair, faſt as you cut it, grow ; 
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| What ſhall I give, my gratitude to ſhow ? 


But Pray'rs are little, where my ſelf I owe. 

See, how the Lock does my bleſt hands Embrack, 
(As once it CurPd about the Charmer's Face. 
"What i is my envy to thy preſent grown! 

How do I envy what is now my own ! 

'O could ſome God transform my ſhape to Hair, 


How were I bleſt ! I would around thee roll, 

(thee whole; 
And Curl, 'and claſs thy Breaſts, and twine abour 
And then, if any Lover ſhould but dare 
To Court, and beg the favour of thy Hair. 
Up would 1 ſtart, to Vindicate my right, 
And ſtand an end, with horfour, and affright, 
Thy Lovely Hair, where Beauty now is ſoyyn, 
Should like Xeduf's ſnaky Locks be ſhown, 
And turn the bold beholders ſtiffeg'd into-Stone, 


Dd Tio 


ir 4 Miceliny of Love. 


To a Lady Singing. 


Uſick has Charms no Poetry can raiſe. 
®*- That ſilence, which your Song Commands, 


(is praiſe, 


The Health. 


After abſence-----To &@ Friend. 


A® abſent Friend, long abſent from my Arms, 

* (Long from my Breaſt, fince I felt Love's 

x (alarms, 

Return'd--elaſt Night, the Prodigal return'd, 
With gen'rovs, kind, continu'd Friendſhip burn'd, 
And,in the cloſeſt folds, bis ruin'd SylviusMourn'd. , 
Both Mourn'd. at once in Pleaſure and in pain, 
Both Mourn'd that loſs, which both eſteem'd,as gain, 
Strange force of Friendſhip ! Vain and indiſcreet, 
We Mourn our abſence moſt, when now we meet. | 
Thus, .when the Mariner has reacht the ſhore, 
Tho? he deplores nor, till the Tempeſt's o'er, 
Yet then he feels the late-paſt Anguiſh more. 


Then 


en 


| Miſcellany of Love. 1x 16 


Then, when ſafe landed oi the welcome Coaſt, 


Then, he perceives his vaniſht dangers nioſt, 
Srait, from ttiy Friend a Flood ofQueſtions ORG 
Half Anſwers tiiade; I ask ten thouſand things, |. 
For meeting Friends ——— 
Grow highly raviſh'd, as T riumphant Kings. 
Our haſty Joys ſach num'rous Queries Start, 
We ſeem'd not meeting then, but then to part. 
We ſtood, embrac'd, then walk'd, and chang'd , 

| (theground, 
Weladg'd—theLov'd Anaſia'sHealth flew round, 
emajia's Health the Golden Goblers Crown'd. 


| Tos Lady, holding her Piftare in my Hand, and 


Jooking on her Faiz; 


| = Ixjon like, I have maintain'd the chace, 
urſu'd the Goddeſs, and her Cloud embrice. 
O als who fly'it with my deſpairing Heart, 
Thov, more a Shadow thanthy Picture; art. 
Whilſt round this Shade my Circling Arms I ct 
Thy Face, which ſhuns me, holds my Soul as faſt. 
Here had the fond Narciſſus chanc'd to rove, 
He and his Shadow too had dy'd for Love, 
Dd2 Lek 
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Let none attempt thy Picture ; *tis in vain z 


_ Ce EEC 
\ 


Ev'n Nature cannot -paint it o'er again. 


' « - BB * Fo, 
3 « 


The Arms. 


Suavitate, aut Vi. 
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Written at the requeſt.of Armaſia. 


& bs S$ ſhe Commands ; then, muſt her Poet Sing 

The w_ bold Man, from whence his race 
(did Spring. 

Firſt of the line, firſt noted of the Name, 

Who bis by ſubtle brav*ry. purchag?d Fame, 

Atchieving deeds, whence his long honours came. 

A- Caſtle ſtood, impregnable of Old, 

Scorning aſſault, like Danae's Brazen hold ; 

By Steel unconquer'd, and unbrib'd by Gold. 

Long had the Britiſh Force beſieg'd this Tow'r, 

Long had it Mock'd Britain's Enervate Pow'r. 
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And by Join'd Forces, Storm the Fort at laſt,,; -.5- 


Miſcellany of Lowe. ' ex7 
This ſubtle Hero, Champion of his Tace, ae" { | | 
With ſome few: Troops,attempted,gain d the. Blace; 
Naked of Martial Pomp, unarm'd i in ſhow, ; 7 
Deckt with Plun'd Casks, defenceleſs all beloy, > 
Forſook the Gamp, reyolting to the Foe. . 
AS Friends they. came, 'and were; as Friends, leti in; 
By which fal Friendſhip they the Outworks win, -/*' 
Gallantly Cayrtequs, Faſhionably brave, 
Their Jong Plum'd Casks, as4in Salute, they wave. -: 
Eroni which, at-once, ſoon as the SignaPs'giv'a, -* * 
Small Piſtols. drawn; their Casks/are toſt toHeav'r. 
With a loud ſhout, charging the Guards, they Fire, } 
Some Fall, ſome Fly, and Fighting, ſome Retire, ; | 
At the rais'd Clamour, the Beſiegers baſt, : , .. -77; 
Roſh.in, like Floads, the Gateydefenceleſ paſt i; 


Hence are his Honours Blazon'd, hence his Arms, 
For his cloſe Valour, and ſecure Alarms. 

A Caſtle for his Creſt the Helmet bore, 

Three Piſtols added in hisField he wore, | 

Three Roſes only were his Arms before, 

I envy not, bold Anceſtor ! Thy Fame, 

Amaſia mine, I ſhould deſpiſe a Name, 


Nd 3 Triumphs 
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Triawghs o'er Beauty to Worlds prefer z z 

You Vanquiſh Caſtles, let me Vanquiſh her, 

. Fam'd much for cutming, not for Courage leſs, 

Yet he $ a Fortreſs thou could'ſt neer poſſeſs. 

Inſpire me, Parent Genins ! mild appear, 

Uſeleſs thy Roſes, if they fail me here, 

Bluſhing they fall, her Checks more Sweetly Red, * 

Now, Pale like me, their Sickly leaves they ſhed, 

Behold, they Wither now, and now are Dead. * 
Degenerate Youth ! Thy Arms, thy-Honours loſt, 

What Fame has flothful Sylvius left to boaſt ? 

New Arms the Patron of his line had waa ; £ 


Unworthy thou to be eſteem'd a Son, 

Loſing what Jong deſcent had made thy own. 

This points the Wattionr's, this the Lover's courſe, 
That ſweetneſs always muſt be Join'd with force. 
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POEMS 


} 


Penſfive I Walk'd, to Breath the Vernal Air, 


_ Only, more Calm the River glided by, 
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POEMS 
O N* j 
Several Occaſions. 


Ce 


The Complaint, * 


Ir'd of the Town, and the Wild tumults 
(there, 


Along the Banks of Silver Thames I ſtray'd ; 
Alike both wander?d, thro' the grateful Mead. 


Shook by no Storm, it murmur'd not, as I. 

Beneath a ſhade, form'd of a Shrubby Wood, 

I lay, and look'd on the adjacent Flood. 

The Beamy Sky All-luſtrous from above, 

With wav'ringLight ſeem'd on theStreams tomove; 


. 
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1:29 Poems on ſeveral Occafions. 


——__ 


| Heav?n, there diſplay'd before me, I could boaſt, 
Yet Plunging ing; I had been ever loſt. | 
Tis to thoſe Wherches « whom their Crimes purſug, 
Ev* n Hear? a ſhows falſe, and Damns them in the 
Strait, was the Sun ogra with ſullen Clouds,(view, 
And gloomy Miſts fat "heavy on the Floods, 

The Tempeſt gather*d, and from Pole to Pole, 

The lighevings Flaſh.and the lou Thanders -all 
Whole Heav'n was darken'd—Calm I lay a while, 
And \ with a Pleaſing ſadneſs, ſeem'd to ſmile, 
But now, the Sun-forc'd out his Glorious way, 
| ak the gloom, and made the Skies look gay, 

- (ths 

Glad thick i in, brighteſt Beams, and Faſting þ 
On Airy Wings;the gloomy Miſts were fled, - 
And gladſome $un-ſhine gilded every'Shade, 


1093597 ; ' (lay'd; a 


But that, where Splwius; "where'the: Wretch was - 
' A thick, . dark Fog ſpread hortid,alt atound, | 
And dpll'd the Sprifiging Beauties of the ground. 
On both ſides, near, 1faw delightfol Groves, 

' And happy Lovers, Whiſp' ring tender Loves, © 
The Odorous Bow?rs, their Scenes of bliſs,” ſo nigh 
! __ the Swalns ous, the Virgins ſigh. 


Damp's 
_ ! zo 


wc ww 


CAG-N Awe, 
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Preis 01 F eral Occaftons. 12 I 


| Damp” t with my fate, no wiſhing glance I caſt, 


Gay looks of Pleaſure Jie, when Joys are paſt. 

The Wretch hisCourtſhip needs muſt purchaſe hate; 

For Bequty, yields, but tothe rich, and great, .... 

I ſaw—unenvying. ary, thei raid delight, 

c_ both their day, and A own Is Night, #; 
>D D321 TON fi 325912 v -(fight.; 

That: grateful Fog,: which. hat: me- ds thei 

Hear me, I-Gry'd,: ye Heavens! nan j 

Kind Eccbo too, ' part'in my Sotrows bear.” +7  ! 

In that low: Vale try there 4bþy utmoſt Skill ; + | 1 

Now, if thou.can'ſt, redouble all myill, 

In vain, ..in yglof-alas ! 'What:ſpeaks the wrong; 

In vain, in gain thoucry't tis all thy. _ 

Be dumb Ill now 2'new Narciſſus bes viii 1 

Fond of my Brief, a as of his Beauty bs... .. Mi 

More bleſt than him I ſhall Appear in woe; 

In this reſpeR none will my Rival grow. _ 

In all the Crowd of, tha i KAperious Town, | | 

Find me that gen'rous. Soul, find one alone;... 

Willing to , Join in any-other's moan. ..- +. 

Of all the ſhining Beauties, where" s the Maid, 

That ſlls hex, Love, whereguly Love jspaigh;: 
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PREY 


Writte ore the Repre entation bis 
Eo are neg T 


Nowgh-—1 know thy ſtrength, nor ai delay, 
'The dawning Muſe fore-ſhows the = 

Nor wilt the Tife of her own Phebus ſtay. (Day, 

Let others wait the Gtory'vf the $kies, 

I know, I!'knowy' the Sun and you muſt riſe, 

Strong in thy folid Beams;' "maintain thy Sphere ; "2 

Thy-vigtrous Fires will Foggy V aponrs rear. 

I know thy Orb of Scnreto frlneſs grown, 

And by thy kind RefleQion, Judge my own.” 

Thence,all my borrow's, fainter itom'rings ſhine, 

1 can't be wholly datk; whille thou art mine. 

In vain, once dampt, to weaker helps I run, 

Yet Yeſta's Fire was kindPd by the Sun. 

Aprd fate of Debt ! if 1 return thee Praiſe, 

Efend but ſmoak, for thy enliv'ning rays. 

Languid my heat, void of the Flame of Wit, 

Cenſurid'far what I have, and have not Writ; | 


Againſt 
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Againl! whats mine, let Criticks Blander On, 

They may excuſe me, what I have not done. 

Tho” to no haughty Genius will 1 bend, 

s || My Muſe muſt ftill her ntmoſt Plumes extend, 

And clap her Wings,and ſoar,to reach my Fa $ 
She, fafe like Danae, from mortal Pow'rs, 
Nields'but to Fove, in his Celeſtial ſhow'rs, - 

Tho” I, the weak born Caſtor, muſt decline, 

in thee, my ſtroager, Brother-ſtar, I'll thine; 

Go on, Lov'd Youth ! And lofty ſtruQures raiſe, 
Already founded ſtrong, in folid praiſe. 
Congreue, YVanbrook, and Wicherly mult fit, 

The great; Triumvirate of Comick Wit. 

Where canl place my Friend; and ſenſe approve ? 
Do thou excel thy ſelf, then riſe above, 

16, | Aſcend not proudly, tho? thou can'ſt not fall, 

Be what thou art,,,thau art already all. 

Maintain thy.own,. ;nor ſcorn to Gonquer flow, . 
And Young Q&aviys-ſhall Auguſtzs grow. 
But Oh 7 Forge thy undeſigning Friend, .- 
] cannot all, tho'. all be thine, commend... 
For thou, I own, ev'a thoy thy ſelf, ma mat —_— 
Let nought, offending Chaſteſtears, be told; -- 

Make thy Muſe modelt, the may {till be bold. - | 
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Safe ſhgll yay. ril, from: every Genfure free, :;. 

And ſtil beCaurted,, #8 you paſs, by. me. | 
un the Joſt rage of Colliey's ſacred ' SO” 
he tauly great, mpl be the | beſk of 0 Men, -..-. oh ; 
om, Heav'n immediate,” E Flows ſuch, Sence as thing 

Warm, like the Part's God, as mel} as ſhine. oi 

Let the frong Maſe, Diyine in-Numbers riſe, 

*Tis then, "tis oy, then, ſhe Ree th the $i, Vs 7 k 
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ID 
n On bis Second Comedy... or 


"BL Court the « mg" Sun ; "foe; fron "the 
jy $y0J8-9Ht1-N912 41 v3 (92579 © (morn, 
Conchili what Litre fhall the Day "adorn. 

Your earlieſt 'dawn, my Friend, 'wis chearful day, 

You fone ont-firft/with a Meridiad' ray, 

Tho' dusky Clov& Tome Beams'did*hov*ring hide, © 
he Work was Day" *twas perfe& Day deſcry'd. | 

by all infer fromthe ſucceeding Skies, 

Afﬀter'6he Day; another Day' muſt Rife, | 

O maxthy Phehas:mever'ſet in Night; © 32.4 


For, all the God ſhines in each' Scene Fon write. © 
Why 


"- Premsn mn ſeveral! Oceaftars, 12 26 


why ſhould hay Voice pronounce the labour 200d? 12. 
Tis praiſe enough to ſay 'tis underſtood, 

_ | Lond are the Clamours which applauſes Fire ; 

* | You force much more, we ſilently admire ;, 

; When ſeen, you rayiſh, but when read, inſpire. 

All Judge you hence, in the firſt piece youwrit, þ 
Looſe, but thro? Faſhion, not thro' want of wit. 
For now,more new,(tho' Genuine Garbs) you chooſe, 


* YAnd deck, with modeſt Charms, the Comick Muſe. 
At once fach profit, ſuch delight you raiſe, 


Collier himſelf (if Collier can) ſhould praiſe, 
But hold ——— 


: | While here to ſtay the Reader's Eyes I ſtrive, 
| You of your beſt Applauſe, by praiſing, I deprive. 


126 Poemson ſeveral Occafms. 


The Petition, 
\ To her Royal, and Tlluſtriow|. 
Highneſs, the Princeſs. 


4 
Written in the Name of My. ------, being 
deny'd to Tread the Stage. : 


Wy Theam fo greatly glorious can I chooſe! 
My Muſe Courts you, tis got a fawnin 
Thus, inay I thank my ills, for this ſucceſs, (Muk. 
Made greater ſtill, by what would make me les! 
Where can I riobler bend ? I ſtoop not low, 

When, ev'n by falling, I am rais'd ts you, 

Yet, Proſtrate lie, beneath your Royal Feet, ? 
Where ſo much Power,and ſo thuch gooaneſs meet, 
| Goodneſs fo Sacred, and a Pow'r fo High, 

The one alone can with the other vye. Ic 
- Yet the mean ſuppliant dares implore the grank, E 
Mcan tho' the ſuppliant be, yet good the Saint. | B 


Heroes oppreſs'd, invoke the Pow'r Divine, | .S' 
And here, the fancy'd Hero calls on thine. St 
With all Submiſſive Worſhip he implores, - Se 


Who ſerves the Sun, but Bows, and ſo adores. 


Os 


May you Reign long, the#bleſt Brizannia's Queen. 
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But ſuch my Crime, no offring can Attone, - 
Offending all,” yet meant offence to none. 


' Difrob'd of Paſſions, how would Players ſhow, 
'Yet, I offended, tliat I was not i. - 


Hard fate of Mortals, which impending lies, 
Bearing ſach Tempeſts, in themſelves to riſe. 
Tetnpeſts, and Oceans threaten from afar, 

But O do thou proted, thou, the Anſpicious Star. 


By thee I guide my courſe, to thee I pray, 


The Guardian Yenns of our Britiſh Sea. | 
One Breath from thee would ſoften Storms toGales, 
Calm every Billow, and ſpread full the Sails. 

So with my Pageant Streamers once again, 

I ſhall beneath your San-ſhine Plow the main. 


tBut yet, till yon, Propitious Princeſs, ſmile, 


1 Steer, like Veſſels, off, which ſhun the iſle. 
You, who to all the height of Goodnels live, 
laſtru& your gen'rous Brittons to forgive. 

Ev'n Heav'n, it ſelf, receives affronts from Men, 


' But, they repenting, it grows Calm again. 
So may'ſt, thou Flouriſh long, and bleſs the Age, 


So may thy Vertues Crown the future Stage. 
So, when great Hilliam ſball in Heaven be ſeen, 


To 


— 
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To4 | Lad wy Friend"s mr M; ard | 


Guch are'your proud, delading ways to move, 
I hate 'you more,thanev'n my. Fiend can Love, 

A brave revenge inſpires my ſwelling Soul, 

While Thoughts of thee in my rais'd, Boſom roll. 

Be gone, yet Nine, your aid I now refuſe, 5 

For, Indignation ſhall be here my Muſe, -* 

Immortal hatred urge me on to think; 

And ſtain thy Name, with everlaſting Ink: _ 

My Juſter Pen ſhall Wonnd your .Hontur; more 

Than cer it rais'd you, to eſteem before. 

Gay you appear, . where your falſe Beauties come, 

But I ſhall Rob you of your borrow'd Plume, 0 i 

My Mufe's Wings have ſoar'd,and born yon high, 

Blown by my Breath, did the vain bubble fly, 

But now I laugh, to ſee it's glories die. 

Tow'ring ſo lofty, you are giddy grown, 

And, of neceſſity, muſt tumble down; 

Such Fogs of praiſes have you drawn from all, | 

In ſhow'rs of Tears the gather*d:Miſts mult fall. 

Now, thro' thoſe Clouds, my lightning fancy flies, 

To blaſt thy Pride, whi@, when 'tis blaſted, dies. 

Along 
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aloe the Airy confines of thy Fame, 
MjVerſe ſhall rol! , charg'd with thy Sultry name. 
My Hand, now Arm'd, a fatal Pow'r does own; 
My Pen's the Thunder-bolt to daſh thee down. 
My kindling Fyes with Flames ſo Furious move, 
They can't be fancy'd to ariſe from Love, 

My fiercer Satyr cannot ſo expire, 


'For, Salamander like, *tis born, and Lives inFite; 


With waxen Wings to Airy heights you flew, 
Which none durſt ever. yet attempt, but you; 


' As ſome skill'd Fowler, who the Lark deſcrys, 


And from his Glaſs, darts Sun-beams i in his Eyes; 
Beholds the prey, which he ſaw Tow? ring, lay'd 
In the low Net, which on the ground he ſpread ; 


. So, in thy fall, Ill ſee thy weakneſs try'd, 


When I glance, on thee, all thy rays of Pride. 


And know ,proud ſhe !TheDarts yourCnpid threw, 
Were beardleſs toys,which myFriendSporting drew, 
'Yer {till their Poyſon ſwells his Venom'd Mind, 


The Hony Paſſion left a ſting behind. 
Poor ſuppliant ways you uſe with fordid Art, 
And Cringe your ſelf, to undermine a Heart. 
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(Love, 
More warmth, than you with your feign'd Fires of 
Your Flag, all White, does innocent appear, 
And the falſe figns of a ſurrender bear, 
Peace it diſplays, and: wantons with. the Air. 
But when Beſiegers would poſſes the Fown, 
You Fire, like thunder, on the Wretches down. 
Mean. fawning thing ! Who to each Fop would Bow, 
And flatter him, that he might flatter you. 
Like Popufar Knaves, a ſuppliant Soul you ſhew, 
Cry.up the Crowd, to make them Cry up you, 

- Juſt fo, a Pebble ſtruck on ſtony ground, 

Falls to that place, which. makes it higher bound, 


And you are humble that you may be proud. 
Fhus, when the Cannon's Ball the higheſt flies, 
The Gun bends back, and near the Pavement lies, 
But while your baſeneſs, and your Pride I blame, 
"Your Judgment Juſtly ſhould be rais'd to Fame. 
You know your want of Pow'rful Charms to move, 
Your Gold excepted, which Commands our Love. 
From Sulpt'rous Mines Men ſtill would dig the Oar, 
Tho? worſe than thoſe, which broughtit forth before. 
| To 


Yet, there areNymphs,can with their coldneſs, move, | 


-Tis but for praiſe, you, flatt'ring thing,have Bow'd, ' 
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To D* Gibbons 


| E T Gibbons Live, long let Great Gibbons Live, 

Poſſeſt of Health, which he ſo well can give, 

Such ſtrength to ſinking Patients you reſtore, 

Scarce Nature's Hand in bounteens Birth gave more. 

In Sickneſs plung'd, like Divers in the Main, 

We bring vp Health, when we appear again ; 

Health is the Gemm, which by your Art we find, 

- Firm in the Body ſet, and glitt'ring in the Mind. 

O Gibbons ! Whilſt thy Name inſpires my Muſe, 

Thou doſt freſh Vigour in her flights infuſe. 

With Joy ſhe ſoars to Sing her Patron's praiſe, 

And ſtretch thoſe Wings, which'pnly you could raiſe. 

Thou gav'ſt her Life, and whilſf ſhe ſings thyName, 

Thou giv'it to her, as ſhe to others, Fame, 

Fame the returns, given by the Juſteſt Law; 

For thou draw'ſt Fame from every Breath I draw. 

What can I give, my eratitude to ſhow? 

My Thanks ? my Thanks are Poor, my ſelf I owe. 

Gen'rous like Heay'n, our Vital heat you give, 

And in return, would'ſt only that we live. 
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Such is your care for all your Patients ſhown, 
As if from others Health you drew your own. 
O would-our God, the Radiant Phebus ſhine, 
And bleſs my kill, as he has Cheriſh'd thine. 
Then ſhould thy Art be in my Song Renown'd, 
And Verſe and Phyfick ſhould at once be Crown'd. 
Then might I Sing the vigour you impart, 

But artleſs Verſe can never reach thy Art. 

From thee the darkeſt Black diſtempers run, 

As Shades and Phantoms from the mounting Sun. 
Thy Power whole Legions of Diſeaſes fly, 

You Cure the Sick, and make the Sickneſs die. 
Nature to thee does all her ſecrets ſhow, 

And all her ſecrets are improv'd by you. 


New Life, new force to Nature you impart, 
And Nature's ſelf we find reviv'd by Art. 
Wiſely to you her choiceſt ſeeds ſhe gives, 


Nature, who grants all Life, thro” Gibbons Lives, 
In vain the Poet boaſts Immortal Pow'rs, 
Life is Heaven's gift, "tis only Heaven's, and Yours. 
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To Lady, asking me why I did not apply to Dr. 
Gibbons to he Car'd of my Love $00. 


Hebus himſelf, who did the pain endure, 
In all bis Art of Phyſick found no Cure. * 
All means I try'd, all means have Fruitleſs prov'd ; 
Art only Cures, where Art the Paſſion mov'd. 
Love is like Poyſon ; by ſome ſecret ſpell, 
 Poyſon does Poyſon, Love does Love expel. 
But this, ey'n this, ſhould I attempt, were vain 
- Tis Poyſon ; nay, *tis Death, and Damniog pain, % 
To think ſhe Lives, and I ſhould Love again. 
Love is like Death to me ; I will not try, 
For I can Love but once, but once can die. 
Gibbons has Art, Gibbons has Matchleſs $kill, 
Gibbons can {ave more Lives, than others Kill. 
Love's a Diſeaſe free from ill-temper'd Air, 
'And ev'n Great Gibbons ſelf is Artleſs there. 
Life he reſtor'd, by Neighb'ring Death Annoy'd. 
But Life is eaſier raid, than Love Deſtroy'd. 
The cauſe dies not, till the effe& remove, 
We know that Life is but the AQ of Love. 
This too we know from all Concluſions try'd, 


Loye ſhall leave me, when you abandon Pride, 
E e 3 Theo 
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The Charmer. 


Ach Love-ſick Youth, by partial Paſſion torn, 
Thinks that faint Star the brighteſt Fires | 
4 (adorn, | 

Beneath whoſe ſmiling Reign the Youth was born, 
That Planet Clouded, and depriv'd of Light, 
He thinks ſome other, and ſome other bright, 
Amaſia thus, ſhed pointed glories far, 
In the firſt dawn, the Poet's Morning Star. 
_ Yet ſtill new Beams her Charming aſpe& wears, 
Daily ador'd twice fix long rolling Years, 
Firſt in Hibernia was the Nymph admir'd, 
There firſt her Charms the raviſht Sylvius Fir'd, 
Bleſt Gallia now is with her influence Crown'd, 
Not ſhining ſtill on his ſad, Native ground, 
What he thought fixt, a wand'ring Star is found, | 
Tho” long remov*d from my deluded Eyes, | 
She ſeems the brighteſt Planet of the skies, 
12 France ſhe ſets, nor muſt in Brittaia riſe, - 
Whilſt Lov'd Amaſia's Charms the Poet Sings, 
He ſpeaks, admiring Subſolary things, | 
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en 


So's ſtronger riſe we ſee Aurora ſhun ; 


| Here, none compares, Grafton is Beauty's Sun, 


If to her Face our Sick'ning Eyes we move, 


| Blind grows all Admiration, Blind as Love. 
- Sight, not Immortal, ſhould not raſhly dare 


To tempt that Luſtrous view it cannot bear. 
Conſcious of Fires, which by Refle&ion warin, 

i ftarid-at diſtance, and perceive the Chart. 

View Graftor's Face refleted by her Fame, 

As Men view Pbebus in-the Silver Stream. 

This bliſs, in pity to our weakneſs givin, 
We view the Sun, but gaze not at the Heaven, - 
Next her, immediate, Shall 414/34 ſhine 

In every dazzled fight, 'as well as mine. 

While Grafton's ſelf, firft ſhall the Throne maintain, 
Let her, the faireſt Fair Vicegerent Reign. 

The Poet's Yenus, whom his Muſe has Sung, 

Not from the Sea, but from a Deluge Sprung. 
Greatly deriv'd, the Beantous Charmer Flow'd 
From a long line of Royal, old Hibernian Blood. 
Her Country delug'd in a fatal War, 

Her Houſe's Ark toſt on rude Billows far. 
Succeeding Wars, to me more fatal bred ; 

From the curs'd Land this fair 4fr4a fled. 
__ Ee 4 _ :.. 
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To her, their Regent Queen, does Gallia Bow, - | 
The Fryitful Gallia.i is her Empire now. 
Her Eyes their Souls at once inſpire and awe, 


| Imperial grown, ſpight of their Salick Law. 

Or Spacious France her ſhining Scepter's burPd,. 
(World. 

She Reigns o'er France and me, but Grafton o'er the 
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The Vifion of the M U S E. 


; bn # L tne, falſe Muſe : What fo can we . 
(propoſe 

When Wit, and Fortune, are-ſuch Mortal Foes? 

All that the moſt infpir'd can hope to fnd, 

Is'to Charm Nymphs, ' tp fordid inp reſt Bling. 

Whilſt others riſe, by every vulgar kill ; 

Bat on]y Poets, mult be Poets ſtill, | 

Forgive me, Muſe, 'for I muſt needs complain ; 

Sure there's ſome Pleaſure in indulging Pain. 

Log 1 Where ſhe comes, behold ! Unuſual bright, 

And Flaſhes on-me, with a Flood of Light. | 

From open'd Heav*n ſhe Poſts, and in the sky, | 

& Train of gljtt'ring Thoughts behind her fy, 


Am 
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So when a- Comet ceaſes to appear, 


. A Thouſand little Glories gild' the Air. 

Ah! 1 repent 3 my weak reſolves are gone, 
The Mafe has now put Heav 'nly Beauties on. 
See, on a Rain-Bow, ſeated all Divine, | 
The Angel-Muſe i in Native Luſtre ſhine. | 

I can't the Genius of my Sorit refuſe, 


Welcome, O ever welcome,” Heaven-Sprung Muſe ! 
Hark.I am Charm'd,ſhe ftrikes her lyre;and'Sings, 
See how-her Fingers beat the Dancing Strings, 


She Tunes, 'to mighty Heroes, mighty things. 


But, loe { She calls me—loe! IT mount thro? Air, - 


Fly to her ſtand, and am already there. 
' Moſt gracious Muſe 
———Kiſe my Repentant Son, 

"Tis done, thy Fate is fixt, "tis done, "tis done. 
I Pardon all thy mean diſtruſts, and fears, 
Forget the paſt, no room for new. appears. 

Thy gen'rous Patron ſhall at length be free, 
From Pompous buſineſs, and provide for thee, 
Tho* "tis the Radiant God's to drive the day, 


He gilds thoſe Glouds, whiolk wait bin in the way; | 


What 
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Wie ani doubt ! He now affords # Thems, 
Sbould wing each Muſe, and fire the Sores of Fame. 
But bere to praiſe, excels the Poet's Skill, 
"Tis beyond thought be ſhould grow greater ftill. 
'Not unſucceſsful was thy lateſt flight, 
But now, my Son, . ſoar to a nobler height. 
Sincere, - thy grief did bis loft Charmer mourn, 
Whoſe Hearſe the Laureat did -more rich adorn, 
Whilft alt bis willing Wreaths t» Cyprefs turn. 
For aloft Wife with Plaints you fill d the plain, 
But now tle Hero is eſpous'd again, 
He weds Religion with Immortal Joy, 
_ AVirgin ſtill, ſtill Chaſt, yet never Coy. 
Ambroſial, Balmy, ſweets bedew ber Wings, 
nd in great Dowry, the whole Heavens ſhedrings. 
Tet, with ſuch Zeal, be makes bis Paſſion known, 
He ſeems v6 Conrt ber, for ber ſelf alone. 
O what can equal ſuch exalted Stare ! 
So great a Hero !- Yet as good as great ! 
Well bas bis Sword made baughty Armies Bow, 
Well bas be Conquer'd, for be Triumphs now, | 
Still next bis leading Monarch firm be ftood, 
In things not only great, bus greatly good. 
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Now, with Ambitious Zeal, himſelf would bead, 
And en by Naſſan, cannot bere be led. 

| Heav'n ſtill the cauſe, they fought for, did maintain, | 

And William, ever glorious in bis Reign, | 

With bis beſt chief, eſpouſes Heaven again: "A 

Here praiſe, my Son, for bere all praiſe is due, . 

Their glory flies, where never MortalP's flew. 

Extol bim far-—far, as my Wings can ſoar, 

' Give almoſt all-to bim, to Naſſau only, more. 

Thus, as thy Fafe bas fixt, thy Fortune lies, 

Aſſume thou ſacred Fires, but dare, and riſe. 

When Heaven and Naſlay raiſes, who can fall ! 

- And both, with gew'rous Zeal, would Cheriſh all. 

To Camps, to glorious Camps prepare to flee, ; 
Fir'd by thy Patron's AGions may ſt thou be, | | 
And grow—— 
ods Godlike great, if poſſible, as be.- 
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'  AMASIA, 
- OR, THE 
Works of the Muſes. 


Containing the 
FRIENDSHIP of LOVE. 


Vol. II. Book III. 


PIE 


Per Superos juro teſtes, pompamq; deorum, 
Te Dominam nobis tempus in Omne fore. 


MEMORY 


AMASIA 
Infandam, Regina, jubes renovare dolorems. 


AMASIA, , 
Nly Amaſia ; for a Name ts all 
() of you that lives; O racking 
" thought! Sufficient todeſtray the 
Power of thinking. But why do I repine? 
for you were never more t0 me. 


AMASIA! 
T bat Name ts all ; ; Elyzium,Parad? iſe, 


and almoſt Heaven, are in the ſound. 
How I have lov'd you, how Þ lave you 
ftall, your Death, (for that involves mine 
too.) will teſtify; ; 1 Pine, 1 Languiſh, and 

meet you, &'er 'tis long, ſomewhere, 
E know not where, but I am ſure that I ſhall 
meet you. Tour Soul was ſurely made for 
' mine, 


—_— 
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mine, for mine was made for yours, and 


whereſoe'er they Join, the place muſt be 


in earneſt, more than a Fidtitious Heaven, 
more than a Poet's fancy can Create ; and || 


ſuch,as a Poet and a Lover too muſt be moſt 
raviſhd in, with Rapture , Exquiſitely 


Charming. 


How , Orpheus, hall I wll to 


Mind thy turn of fate? O Poet happy 
and accurſt ! You knew; when you had oY 
the laſt ſhort ſipbt of your Eurydice, you 
knew, you ſaw a glimpſe of what I ſuffer, 


= and Hell are diff rent but in Namejj | 
0 


thee, Amalia, to thy Memory, 


which (till mus} Charm me, The Friend- | 
ſhip of Love is Dedicated: The peruſal | 
of ſome Letters written. to Acquaintance 

gave me the Occaſion of the Title; the } 


word Friendſhip is wholly Titular, for I 
had never any Friend but thee; O no, I 
riever had ſo great an Enemy ; the Bane, 
and the Deſtroyer of my Hopes and Life ! 
And yet I Lowe thee ; living I —_ 
and revere thee Deal, O that the Lower 
might be Happy at the Pozt's loſs! O that 


Fame 


| The Epiſtle Dedicatory, | 
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Fame might be a Sacrifice to Love ! O that 
, thy very Name and Memory might die! 
0 Lzthe ! 71 Court the Streams of thy 
_ forgetful Fountain, and Celebrate thy dull 
"Oblivion beyond "the inſpiration of the 
' Muſes Helicon. Farewel----my Friend, 


for I can boaſt a real Friend, hall now be 


my Amafia: TI bope he wont diſdain me 
- but for being bis, as you have done, when 
: yours. Farewel----give me but * 208 to 
"aſſure you, no ſecond Beauty (for all Beau- 
ty' will to your's be ſecond) ſhall deface your 
| |} {mage from my Soul. Once more Adieu--- 
| and yet; methinks I cannot leave thy Me- 
mory, E'en Death wants Power to part 


us. O Lathe! Where are now thy Streams* 
Thou River, not of the Unhappy, but the 


Þ bleſt. Farewel----yet Men are very loatls 


to die---- Farewel---- 
You know, you ktiow 
How much I am Amaſia's. 
SyFoIns, 
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To Me 


N vaio, My Friend, your kind advice you ſend, 
Bid me Love on, you will be:more my Friend, 
The F etter'd Wretch, not ſtrugliog, feels no 

LE NA x pain, 

- Tis he's Tormented, who would ſtretch” the Chain, 

Not the Eternal links of fate can prove, 

| More firm and frong, than are my links of Love: a 

| Bound to my + fair Amaſi a I appear, . 

(O would to Heav'n, I were hqund truly here !) 

.?Tis more than freedom, to be ſo confind, * 
She's all the Charm of her whole Beauteops kind. 

' Homage to her would you confinement call? _ 

; We know the Deity is every where, and all. 
. Confin'd to her ! alas ! it cannot be, 

| But bleſs me, Heaven's ! Make her confin'd to me, 

No more adviſe me to forſake my fair, 

1 muſt Love on, yet, while I Love, Deſpair. 
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__ vain z you irive my Paſlion to remove, 
For Oh! 1 cannot live, unleſs I Love. 
If you are griev'd I bear Amaſia's ſcorn, 
Queneh not my Fires, but make her kindly burn. 
Love is a Weight to me indeed ſevere, 
But ſhould ſhe help, I could the burthen bear. 
Beneath the load I ſhould no longer Bow, © 
For-that would raife me, which depreſſes now. 
Tho” no ſuch hope does to your Friend remain, 
I boaſt the freedom to embrace my, Chain. Fug 
A Slave how Wretched muſt your Sylvius grow, 
When not. permitted to. be longer ſo ? 
Kind tho? you are, you ſcem not kind. to me, 
For he Enthrals me, who would ſet me free. 
By no device you can obtain your end, 

I can't my Miſtreſs loſe, but may my Friend. 
In vain, oft praftig?d methods you deviſe, 
Tis all i in vain, .Amaſza ſtill has Eyes. 
No more to me your hard addreſſes moye, 
For, I aſſure you, by the Gods above, 
I can't—T will not part from what ſodear I Love. 
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To Mr----- 


MY am1 REI to hear your new deſign, 
For, my Friend's happineſs I reckon mine. 
1 ſhould repine, to bid theſe Shades adieu, 20 
Not fond of praiſe my ſelf, but wiſh it you. 
+ Still may applauſe your undertakings bleſs, 
J Your riſing Muſe be Wing'd with ſwift ſucceſs, 
" Eſteem'd by all, for you deſerve no leſs. : 
As ſome young Bird, who late has taken Wing, 
With fond deſire in the warm Air to Sing. 
When he has felt the Sun's enliv'ning Ray, 
& Flutt'ring ſometimes around his Neſt does Play, 
And Chirps to call his Fellow Bird away. 
So you, now Cheriſh'd by your Patron's Love, 
With fonder hopes of a warm Seaſon move, 
And Sing to me, to meet you, in the Air above. 
But more aſſurance than the Bird's you find, 
For, truſting him, you do not beat on Wind, _ 
Scarce can I hold, for I would fain commend | 
That gen'rous Man, who is the Muſes Friend. 
Long in full Tides may his ſmqoth Fortunes flow, 
He Merits Plenty, who beſtows it ſo. 
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Whilſt from his laſtingSprings ſmall Streams diſtill, 
His over-flowings ſhall your Curreat fill. 

Such bounty ſure may be diſpens'd to you, 


Potts, like Kings, dre Heav'n's Anointed too. 
But ah? Their Art is fiow debagd, and low, 


It only ſerves to make a gawdy ſhow: 
The ſhining Light their Phabus gives, they uſe, 
But the produdtive, vig'rous heat, abuſe. 

' They, whoſe true merits can & Patron claim, 
(And ſach there are,who part withGold fot Fame,). 
Should Honours, worthy their true greatneſs, raiſe, - 
The gen'tous few deſerve the nobler praiſe. . |} 
You, to grow fam'd, muſt lofty'ſt Subje&schooſk, I -. 
For ſtill applauſe bears up the Tow'ring Muſe. } 
While round your Head a Crown of Laurel ſpreads, 
Me ſhall my Groves conitent, and grateful Shades. 

lon no other's greatneſs wobld depend, 

But make my own Hamility my Friend. 

On Flow'ry Banks, in Bow'rs the Lover Lies, 
He wants no Prop,who will not ſtrive to riſe. 
"Tis not thro? Pride, I am thus careleſs grown, 

And light applavte; to make it more my own. 

I d6n't diſcliim the Favours of the preat, 

But I can't too», and Cringe to meer eſtate, 


TW 
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- F If from great Men to me their Fayours came, 
l, *  T ſhould reſpe& the Perſon, not the Name, 
Thro' me, the World ſhould his kind bounty knows 
' | And my raisd Muſe ſhouldtell who rais'd her ſo. 
|} Nay, from a'Proſp'rous Friend, I could receive, 
f ; Fayours, I found him truly fond to give: 
/* This, as my higheſt Friendſhip, I may boaſt, 
1}. For grateful ſenſe in this ſtill ſtruggles moſt. 
8 Tobeobligd, coſts gen'rous Souls ſome pain, . 
F Whenig Deſpair to make retyrns again. | 
1 Your Sylvius only to his fair one ſues, 
© | - Her, only her, 1 for my Subje&t chooſe, 
SF ÞAmaſid's both my Patroneſs, and Muſe. 
LY '- My Love for her no Rival Charm endures, 
Were I not her's intire, I ſhould be 


Yours, 


"tl; 
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»— To. Mr 


A** Tome bleſt Youth, who, led by chance, has ., 
(found 

Ablooming Maid, that has his longings Crown'd. 

Whoſe every Charming Beauty can. furppize, | 

And draw ſoft glances, from his wiſhing Eyes. 

Stands ſilent long, . and in. a fond amaze, 

Admites, what *tis, that thus his. Soul could : raiſe, , 

Above his wonder, and beyond his /praiſe. - 

Bpt when he finds the gen' rous fair inclin'd 

To Love like him, like him, intirely kind, 

Guſh'd with the Joys, he no endearments ſhows, 

Becauſe, he can't, expreſs,to the vaſt height he owes, 

So, you, dear Dapbnis, I admir'd, and prais'd, 

In me, long ſince, you have fond wiſhes rais'd. 

I view'd you always with a Loving Eye, 

Yet fear'd to Court you, for ] thought you ſhy. 

But, when I found that I had ought could move, 

In you a fondneſs to return my Love. 

I grew amaz 'd, and ſtrugling 1 ſuppreſt 

The ſoft Emotions of wy bh Breaſt, 
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 Ev'n now I feel the Flowings of my Soul 

3 With an Unuſual, Ardent vigour roll, 
I can't the riſings of my Thoughts expreſs, 
Inlarging.on them, does but ſhow them leſs. 
I, like the Hhils, by Strange heats inſpir'd, 
Am with a rage of Sacred Friendſhip Fir'd. 
In Verſe, likg them, I my Conceptions ſhow, 
- They by their God poſſes'd, and I by you. 
+ But mine, not dubious as their Speech, aſſures 
That I am certainly, and wholly yours. 
As the fond Youth, who has divulg'd his pain, 
\ Has own'd his Love, and is belov'd again. 


is Burns, for the dear enjoyment, of that faix 


| Who heard his Vows, and who receiv'd his Pray't, 
So I, who Juſtly may my ſelf commend 

A conſtant Lover, and a real Friend, 

Long to enjoy you, to poſſeſs you whole, 

For, he does truly ſo, who gains the Soul. 

In your Embrace, I would my Thoughts expreſs, 
| Declare my Love, and hear from you no leſs. 

This fond deſire, no hope of int"reſt Frames, 

For 1 feel earneſt, and tranſporting Flames, 


I yould the deareſt Friendſhip here 1 improve, 
Not a dull Duty like Eraternal Love. 
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A near Alliance Nature form'd before, 

Bleſt me with that, but'yon have bleſt me more. 
Your gen'rons Texyper does your greatneſs ſhow, 
And proves you higheſt, when you ſtoop fo low. 
To what exceſs muſt my vaſt Bleſſings fly, 

If we grow nigher, when already nigh ! 

The ſtrifteſt Union moves the mot delight, (Unite." 


And that muſt needs be ſo, where Hearts and Souls 


"> * i 


Ir'd 'of Mankind, I long hare born in vain 

| With ſilent greatneſs, my encreaſing pain, 
But now, my Friend, I mult at laſt complain, 
My growing ills, in {welling Torrents roll, 
And, with impetuous Tides, o'er-flow my Soul. 
All my deſires and wiſhes fly me far, ' 
My Fortunes wreck'd in the loud Storms of War. 
Happy 1 liv'd, while Childifh Years did laſt, 
But our beſt Pleaſures are but Dreams, when paſt. 
The Thovghts of thoſe diſturb my preſent reſt, ; 
I were not Wretched now,had I not then been bleſt, 


Born 
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Born to be curſt by Deſtiny, 1 ſtand, 
And catit, ſo mich as view the happy Land: 
- Friendlefs, and all, but Reſolution loſt, 

- A marifor Fate I ſeem, upon a ruin'd Coaſt. 
Kept back by Winds,and tides which loudly roar, 
I ſit deferted on the Barren ſhore, (o'er. | 
And view the Sea of Time, which I muſt yet paſs 
Heaven's utmoſt rage, and tortures here I ſee ; 

Ill do my Fortunes with my Soul agree ; 
I have a Spirit form*d to be above 
A low ſubmiſſion to ought elſe than Love. 
' None but Amaia can my mind contronl, 
© She melts ty Thoughts; atid ſoftens all my Soul. 
' How could hope ſhe ſhould my Flames prefer, 
1f I knew how to ſtoop to ought, but her ? 
Bleſt were my days, while here the Charmer ſtay'd, 
-But I loſt all, ſoon as I loſt the Maid. 
In her alone, was all my valv'd ſtore, 

And rob'd of her, I conld be rob'd no more. 

War®s threatning Tempeſt bore the Nymph away, 
This Yenus took her flight upon the boiſt?rous Sea. 
The Gallick Court with joy the Virgin ſaw, 
There ſtill ſhe Reigns, ſpite of the Salick Law. 
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Of wiſh'd ſucceſs, _ Trimayh I Deſpair, 

France can't be vanquiſh'd, while Amafia's there; 
Her Charms give Courage the to Youth, to wield 
Their brandiſt/d Swords, bold, in the duſty Field. 
Bravely they Fighr, and Venture for the ſpoil, .. 
They hope her ſmiles will ſoon reward their toil. 
For her bright Charms they dare encounter far, 
"Tis ſhe's the Goddeſs, that ſuſtains their War. - 
She gives them Valour, ſets. their Souls on Fire, | 
And o, her Eyes againſt themſelves conſpire. 
Warm'd by their rays, they to the onſet move, 
The Youth, fo raisd,muſt needs ſucceſsful;prove, 
And then they claim, for their exploits,her Love. « 
Around her Brows their Wreaths of Laurel riſe, 
But all can't Shade them from-her Radiant Eyes. 
By force, they Conquer Squad'rons in the Field, 
Oppoſe whole Armies, yet to her they yield. 

Her dearer Chains to freedom they prefer, 

And ſtoop, when Conqu'rours, to be Slaves to her. 
While I, with folded Arms, in fand Deſpair, 
Claſp my ſad Breaſt, to preſs her Image there. 
O let me ruſh impatient to the War, - 
Drive, and purſue my flying Rivals far. 
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None great in Battles ſhonld like Sylvius prove, - 
He ſhould Fight beſt, who beſt knows how to Love. 
*Tis then reſolv'd I'll boldly charge my foes, 
For Naſſau Conquers, whereſoe'er he goes. 
.. Placd-in Command beneath a Chief ſo great, 
"PF'll force my Fortune, or [I'll urge my fate. - 
But ah ! 1 would not undiſtinguiſh'd fall, 
Grant this, ye Gods ! And ye have granted all. 
Grant that brave Death I may to flight prefer, 
And let Amaſia know, I fought, and dy'd for her. 
To hopes of Joys, and peaceful Thoughts adien, - 
+: Farewel to them for ever, now to you. 
- No Words my Melancholy Thoughts can tell, 
Let them die with -me too ; once-more, Farewel. 


l To Mr--- 


a A* two dear Friends, who, by ſome fate unkind, 
| Wreck'd by the Seas, and by the faithleſs Wind, 
Had liv'd a tedious, Melancholy while 

- In ſomedark, barren, unfrequented Iſle, 

' Together ſtill, *rill one, unfit to bear 


Unprattis'd Hunger, and ſo bleak an Air. 


Urg'd 
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Urg 'd by Prophetick Dreams of Feaſts to come, 
With Weepings parts,and round the Ifledoes roam. 
Both for the ſaff” rings of each other Mourn, 

And he that ſtay'd, prays for his Friend's return. 
So, you and I, from the World's noife remov'd, ' 
A Fate like theirs, bhavein ſome Meaſure provid, % 
Alone we Liv'd, and £ alone we Lov'd. 
Whilft buſy Slaves, yet, an unthinking herd, 
Paſt Salvage by, and like meer Brutes appear'd. 


—— 


*TiHl diffrentThoughts,and ſomedeſigns that pleaſe» 


Urg'd me from you, to follow purpos'd ways. 

| As Famiſh'd Men, who long had Dreamt of Meats, þ 
Of fancy'd Dainties, in-delightfol Seats, 

Yet ſtill, not they, but their ſtarv'd fancy Eats. 
And between ſlumbers, with regret they find 

It was meer Hunger, that had fed their Mind. 
*Till ſome kind hand-preads Spatious Tables o'er, 
With choicer Banquets, and with greater ſtore, 
Than what were farniſh'd by their fleep before. - \ 
$0, what the Muſes did in Viſions ſhew, 

Of Love, and Friendſhip Daphnis proves is true, 
For he's at once a Friend, 'and' Miſtreſs too. 


The richeſt Feaſts of fondneſs he prepares, 
And fills my Soul with the moſt- pleaſing Ayres. 


My 


©" 
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| My Thoughs for him riſe up to ſuch oxceſs, 
| As to Amaſiain a dear Addreſs, 
| Her I Love more, yet him eſteem hot leſs. | 
| And now, Adonjs, ſince that Name you chooſe, 
; : And Cytherea,, for your Miſtreſs uſe ; 
| The ſofteſt Titles, for the ſofteſt Muſe.  : 
1ailh ſucceſs, but that I need not do, . 


; |Þ . For it attends, and waits to fly to you. 


Among the reſt, two Charming Beauties ſhine, 

- Painting, and Poetry intirely thine. 

; Scarce can.I tell, both are ſo well expreſt, 
Which takes me moſt, or draws an image beſt. 
Nature to you thoſe Charming Arts procures, 

I Court them moſt, yet they the moſt are yours. 
Fortoae.has giy'n you all, to make you great, 
All ſhe could give you, but a large Eſtate, 


| Andhad you that, the reſt would uſete(s prove, 


For that alone can gain a Virgin's Love. 

- Then Cytherea, that proud fair, would ſue, 

| And beg herfelf, to be belov'd by you. 

— But ſhe deſerves not the fond\Name you give, 
| If ſhe's dike: 7enus, fair, ſhe ſhould like Yenus lize. 
But you indeed your Title Juſtly claim, 
: Soft as Adonis, and as full of Flame, 


' _— Your 
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Your Breaſt, pierc'd a6eped chan his Thigh i is found, 
For Love's the Salvage, that gave'you your Wound. 
Yours, and ty Miſtreſs are almoſt alike, v8 
With equal Pow'r on both our Hearts tliey ſtrike. af þ 
She with 4ma/ia may for ſcorn peulereh * 4 
' Amaſia is like Cytberea fair: it 24:4 
I, tho? deſpis'd, for want of Pompg and ſhow, 
Am pleag'd as you are, when my felf I'know Yi 
Above thoſe Slaves, who think me much below. J: 
Alike our Souls, alike onr wifhes move,” ONES 
The ſame our Friendſhip, arid the ſame" out Love. 
I never yet to Hononr'd Fools have Bow'd; 
Born to be ſlighted, and to ſlight the oa * 
And you I know, as well as 1, can boaſt, 
That, where deſpis'd, you'can deſpiſe the mot. 
Yet Cytherea ſtill exempted ſtands, 

| Spight of her Pride,ſhe yout fond Heart Coniniands:. 
So I Amaſia Love, but Love in vain, | 
Tho” ſhe too, proudly Triumphs in my-pain. | 
Believe me, Friend, 1 have a Miſer's Mind, . 
For, tho' I here my beſt Lov'd Treaſure find, 
1 want my other ſtore, you, whom 1 left behind. 


/ 


To 
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O quan te memorem virgo | 
O Dea certe. 


[ T* you, dear Youth, did Sylvius oft complliti; 
I-took delight to tell you-all my pain: 

I ala a Melancholy Pleaſure feel, 

' Breathing the Thoughts of my bewitching ill. 
' | Bot now, my Muſe no more ſuch ſuf rings Sings; 
My flowing Sorrows damp her Flagging Witigs. 
Her Tow'ring flight oft Loy'd 414/34 bore, 
But ah! That Lovely Fair muſt now be Sung no ittofe. 
Gods ! Let tlic Happy, who your Bleſlings know, , 
Adore your Pow'r . to keep them ever ſo. 
O with what Jaſtice may the Wretch repine ! 
Amaſia's Dead | She's Dead ! and dy'd not mine ! 
Yet do live, and the Earth's ſurface Tread ? 
Meanly ſurvive, when dear Amaſe 4's Dead ! 
God's ? Can 1 ſay ſhe dy'd—— can 1 believe. 
She was not born, that ſhe might ever live / 


os 
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Eccho my Plaints, ye Groves, and Vales aronnd, 

Let-the Word Death from all the Hills rebound, 

That I, at laſt, may Credit the repeated ſound, 

From hollow Rocks, in Murmurs be it made,(Dead. 

For nought, but hardeſt Rocks, ſhould ſpeak Amaſia 

With Sickly Voice, let fainting Ecchagg try___- 

But to reflet Ama/za's Name, and die. : 

Let each return in {o much ſoftneſs break, TE 

As if the very Ecchoes fear'd to ſpeak. 

As if they dreaded, leaſt ſome place might hear, 

| (therg- 
That would ſend back the ſound , to be repeated 

Ah ! Grieve dear Youth,think on your Sylvius woe, 

Mourn, Mourn, my Friend, if you are truly ſo. 

I ask you not to ſhare in what I feel, (groſs my-1ll. 

Oh! no+—I would be greatly  Wretched, and ea- 

But bear your part, upon a Friendly ſcore, 

To make the mighty Pomp ofiSorrow more. 

Let meaner Squls in ſighs, and Tears complain, 

And, with their fond indulgence, foftsn-pain. 

WhilſtI, with lofty Pride, my ſuff rings beacy > 

 Andwitha ſort of Joy, purſue Deſpair. - - 

What off *rings,Gods ! Should-at her Shrine be paidy 
Had the dear, fatal Charter dy'd a Maid ? 

| : Bus 
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j But ah! For-Gold ſhe gave up all her Charms, 
\. And, meanly ſold, fled to my Rival's Arms. 
| F#m incens'd, car off took ſpeedy flight, 
Death, With his Torches, did her.Nuptials Light; 
Oh ! Had ſhe liv'd, I might ſome Bleſſings know, 
I ſhould be Happy {till, if ſhe were ſo. 
Her, in my RivaPs Arms I could adore, 
With Flames as Sacred, as I felt before, 
* Love her as much, and let her know it more. 
: But now what ſatisfaCion can there be 
» | Nought but Deſpair is left, for Wretched me; 
Death is a Riyal, more unkind than he. | 
; F You kept (Falſe Muſe) Ama/ia in my view, 
Thy Fairy Pleaſures PII no more purſue, 
' To fancy'd Dreams of Happy Lpves— Adieu. 
All that I hop'd from Poetry 'to find, 
Was to gain praiſe, to make Ama/;a kind. 
But now, what other Miſtreſs can I chooſe, 
Worthy my Love, and to deſerve my Muſe ? 
,Now, many ſhining Nymphs may Juſtly claim 
, | Some ſmall pretence to an immortal Fame, 
And,who deſerves it beſt;ſhall bear 4n4/ia's Name. 
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So,when ſome great,ſome mighty Conqu'ror dies, 
Many, leſs noted Heroes, ſhare the prize, 
And he's Nam'd Ceſar, who does higheſt riſe. | 
Thus the Pellean Monarch born away, *®* 
Made room for Princes, to divide the ſway. 
If any fair, henceforth, has Pow'r to move, 4 
With my Amaſia's Charms ſhe muſt renew my Love, 
I From my Joys of Paradiſe am hurV'd, (the World: 
Condemn'd - Condemn'd alone to wander thro? 
Farewel, to all that pleaſe the raviſh'd view, 
Farewel, to Love, with my Amaſia too, 
To Shades,and feats of bliſs, and Golden Dreams, 
| | 
: 


(Adieu. 


*# 
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To Mr----- 


S parted Lovers, who a while complain, 1 
-- And then in fears, and Anxious Thoughts 
; | (remain, 
Leaſt they ſhould never meet in Joys again, [ 
Make haſt to write, and ſo, ſome eaſe they find, 
Tell all their troubles,” and reveal their mind. 


50g 


n 


: 0G dE = Ih 


- The Frie ndjhip of > SE ; 5 


| #: me as much does your ſhort abſence move, 

iendſhip for you is like an other's Love. 

/ What Swain is here, and-you departed hence, 
/ Or who inſtructed by the Muſes fince ? 

+ * Dull, T houghtleſs Hinds, with lifeleſs aſpects Plow, 
And bleaker Grovyes,with furious Tempeſts, Bow. 
Theſe are the Scenes, which to my view appear, 
The only proſpects, to delight me here. 
dio Beauteous Maid is ſeen in all the plains, 

To raiſe my vigour, or to Fire my Veins. 

My Youthfy] Blood muſt in one motion roll, 
Nong knows to Charm, or to ſurpriſe the Soul.. 
In vain I walk thro' any pleaſing Shade, 

With yoy the Nymphs, and tender Virgins fled. 
You, who alone are ſtill ſucceſsful there, 
And gain new Conqueſts o'er the yielding fair: 
But I, whoſe Flames boaſt no engaging Pow'rs, 
I, whoſe low Fortunes flow not ſmooth as yours. 
Fam'd for no Arts, nor in the Field renown'd, 
Muſt ſtill Deſpair to have my Paſſion Crown'd: 
Should now ſome fair one, ſhining in her Charms, 
Prefer my Fires, and raiſe me to her Arms, 
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Exalt me ſo, nor let me fondly die, 

But lift my Paſſion, and my Fortunes high, 
Nq Maa alive could Love her, fixt, as I. 
How would that Gen'rous, and that Noble ſhe 
Deſerye indeed to be belov'd by me ! w 
Succeſs like this, I muſt not hope to find, 

For rarely Virgins are ſo nobly kind. 

Not Daphnis ſelf, whoſe Wit is vaſtly great, 

Who Loyd, as never any Swain Lov'd yet, 

Could boaſt a Triumph, perfeQly compleat. 

His frequent praiſe Fame's hundred Moyghs ſhall fn, 
Her loudeſt Trumpet is his lofty quill. . 

His lateſt Work'his greateſt glories ſhews, 

The nobleſt War Sung by the nobleſt-Maſe. 

Of Britiſh Arms ſich mighty deeds he tells, 

As prove that Iſland the W hole World excells, ' 
Latz did his Verſe the raviſh'd Swains improve, 
Taught them to Sing, and Blooming Maids to Loye, 
But now he's fled, from theſe Negtefted Fields, 

To dear delights, the grateful City yields. 

Each fair one there ſhall be his ſhining prize, 

He Charms all Hearts, as he bewitches Eyes. 

To ſhare ſuch Joys. I value Groves no more, 
Sinte you and he have left their Shades before, 
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I come, Dear Youth, paſt Pleaſures to renew, 
Pleaſures, which none could ever give, but you, 
And haſt to ſee you ſoon, Adiev, Adien. 


£1 
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To Mr--- 


VW* fuch delight I did your lines receive, | 
Your preſence only could more tranſport 
Tho? here retir'd in cloſe recefs I dwell, (give. 
I Joy to hear my City Friends are well. 

+ The World's vain noiſe I can no longer ſhun. 

Since my- Amaſia dy'd, all hopes are gone. 
 Perplext, curs'd Thoughts defir'd repoſe remove, 

I find deep Sorrow worſe than ſlighted Love, 

For my own quiet I muſt haſt to Town, 

I want retirement moſt, when moſt alone. 

To ſhun himſelf your Sylvius flies to you, 

And be aſſur'd *tis what all Friends may do. 
Whatever Youthful Thoughts your Breaſt may 

I can't believe that I inhabit there, (bear, 
Such Fond, Dear, Airy Notions ſuit the fair. 

Youth does to vain, Fantaſtick fancies bend, 

And Courts, Romantick, Courts a Boſom Friend. 
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Raviſh'd with darling hopes, you entertain, 


You yiew gay Pleaſures ig the fairy Scee. 

$0 i in our ſleep, delightful Groves we frame, 

But when awake, we know we did but Drean, 
Truſt me, dear Youth, Friendſhip is all a cheat, 
A light there is, but void of real heat. | 
No Swain can Paſlion in another move, 

For Man can ne'er Love Man, with Woman's Love. 
Friendſhip indeed bears in it ſome deſires, 

It raiſes wiſhes, but Creates no Fires. 

Such, for my beſt Acquaintance long I knew, 

I boaſt not many, for my Friends are few, 

But of that Number ſti}l I reckon'd you. 

Thus far-a Friend ſerves his Acquaintance beſt, 

To raiſe his Fortunes, when by chance depreſt, 

| x | —_ 
But Man caq ne'er Laden Man, within his inmoſt .” 
Love lives in Sun-ſhine, or that Storm, Deſpair, 
Hut gentler Friendſhip-Breaths a Mod'rate Air. 
Do not infer, fr om what my Muſe aſſures, 


ty Soul feels Paſſions, lols extream than Yours. - 
o, with ſuch tranſports, as ſnould never end, 
| copld careſs the darling Name of Fr ſend. 
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MyThoughts would ſtill with raviſh'd fondnefsFlow; 
And from a Friend, I ſhould a Lover grow. 

But here's the curſe impos'd on all Mankind, 

This dear, imagin'd Friend no ſearch can find. 


Alike, the Youths muſt both, by Fortune, ſtand, 
For Friendſhip ſtoops not, but goes hand in hand, 
Whatever Swain an other's Friend would be, 

Muſt find his humour, with bis own, agree. - 

Thus far indeed may real Friendſhip riſe, 

As to ſtand firm, but ſure it never flies. 

He that pretends it can a Paſlion prove, 

Makes it much blinder, 'than we fancy Love, 
Believe the boneſt real Truths I tell, 

Withal, believe thus far, I "wy you welL- - 


—— P — 


Th Me 


40 you,dear youth .nowBaniſtvd from theSwains, 
Your Rural Friend, in-Rural Notes, complains, 
From ny bleſt Groves, thoſe long Lov'd Manſions, 
Urg'd by misfortunes, I muſt view the World.ChurF'd 
Kut with as much regret, to ſee it, fly, = 
As they to leave It, who are.doom'd to die.” 


py Th Fomdig of, Love. 


"Feddiitheſe dear'Ghadek unwillivgly t go, 

As Men, Condemn'd to viſitiShades; below; 
Since my:late ills; which'will be.ever new, 
Still Freſh: misfortunes. your toſt Eriend purſue, 
Anatia's fall ſtruck me to deep Deſpair, ' 
Ang-gom Fate's utmeſt Malice I can bear, 
Inur'd $6 Storms, now Jet the Billows roar, 
With full jpread Sails;1'll ſhun the lazy ſhore; 
He who has once been Wreck'd 
Has felt the. worft, and cannot ſuffer more. 
Juſt.o'er my Head the breaking Clouds have gone, 
TheBolts have ſtrack ;then ſure their fury*sdone, 

I fear no Flaſhes ndw--let the Heav'ns thunder on. « 
By graveAcquaintance,whom the world callsFriends, 
I xw-edvied to quitmy-purpos'd ends; -  -— 


But now, long Planted in the Muſes Land, 


I can no other Language underſtand. 


— All Worldly gains beyond my reach muſt prove, 
For I am bent on Poetry, and Love. 

Should frowning Eeav'n it's uſual Storms abate, - 
(Which I can't think, without a wrong to Fate, )\ 
My Joys would grow, as now my Sorrows, great, 
Burt ſhould no Fortunes,” no ſucceſs attend 
The bold, aſpiring Fondneſs of your Friend, 


Truſe 


The) Hendſbip of a 'J 24 I 
Truſt me, \no diſappointiment ſhall Hil, 
Nor be deeeiv'd; tinlefs the Gods gtow Kit © 
In vain you move me with your Charming ſtrain, | 
And tell'of Fahey'd; 'Ger'tous Nyinptss, i in vain. : 
Thg Britiſh Beauties ſure have noble Souls, 
But ſtill ”tis Gold; "tis Gotd: iy Friend, controuls, 


No Charming Fair will hear the ſuppliant ſue, 
Who ſpeaks notGoldenWords,tisGold muſt woe, % 


And all Deſpair, who want it,all—but you. 

O ſhould ſome Beauty, in her Heav'nly bloom, 
To the Embraces of your Sylvius come. 

Some bright,dear Maid,fram'd of a nobler mould, 
Who ſcorns to ſell her Chatrits for ſordid Gold, 
Above hezSex's meaneſtPride,and generouſly bold, 


Bleſt by our Nuptials, ſure,we both ſhould grow, 
k ;aho' the Hugband, ſtill the Lover too ; 


A Miſtreſs, ſo Divine, ſhould be for ever ſo. 
My loftieſt Muſe ſhould Sing her Matchleſs Fame 
The Fires of Love ſhould yield my fancy Flame, 
She ſhould for ever Hive— 
Nam'd my Amaſia, and adorn the hace 

Give my reſpets to thoſe few Friend we know, 
To thoſe few Friends, whom 1 found always ſo. 


My 


172 The Friendhip of Love. 


— 


' My real Service, and Chief Thoughts commend, 
Who Serves no Miſtreſs, beſt can Serve his Friend. 
Born on my Muſes Wings, I haſt to'you, 
Leavetheſe low Vales, and glory's "__ purſue» 
Adicu, my Friend—— 

Adicu, dear Shades, Adien,* 


6 - 
_ _- op_—_ - yr 
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MARTIN, 
THE 


FR I END: 


gov? er totum: pariter certebinis orbems; 
Jun emper erunt nomins noſtra tais, 


O Martin | T grow raviſh'd, while I write, 
AndFriendſhip Works me to a Sacred height. 
 Aartin the Friend / When will the tranſport end ! 
Martin, the beſt, the trueſt, only Friend ! 
So much I Love thee, more than Poets Fame, 
That I could dwell for-ever on the Name. 
| O Martin ! Martin !——Let the grateful ſound F 
(Crown'd. } 
Reach to that Heaven , which has our Friendſhip 
And like our endleſs Friendſhip, meet no bound. J 
Friendſhip, the trueſt Bleſſing Heaven can give, 
| From Heaven deſcended, does in Martin live. 
| Heaven gave meyou, in you was Friendſhip giv'n, 
Heaven gaye ame you,and you would give me Heav's.. 
Q 
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O Friend ! O Sacred ! Ever-Charming Word ! 
Poetick fugy. can no ſenſe afford 

. Fit for the Ecchoes of that ſound reſtor'd. 

If &er we meet, then ſhall we beſt commend - 
The Senſe, the Name, the Nature of a Friend. 
Sure we meet now, with thine 1 mix my Soul, 
And all, all Friendſhip does my ſenſe Contronh, - 
Exalt the Man, and high as Paſſion rowl. 
Beyond all thought tranſcendent Friendſhip” 
Beyorid the faculties of Mortal Pow'rs, (Tow'rs, 


(yours, 


** +RpANORNn 


While with Extatick Pride my raviſh'd oul grows. 
Fain would I ſpeak ; but how can Words expreſs 
The Debt I owe ? To own would make it lefs. 
You Love with fondneſs, not Anſtere, tho* Wiſe, 
Blind to my Faults, yet ſtill with ſenſe adviſe. 
Believe me, Friend, ſince you the Name'will own, 
And fince my welfare ſo much yours is grown, 
When ever Heaven ſhall the bleſt change permit, 
The Muſe, your Rival long, at laft FU quit. 

- IIl make no Poet's unſucceſsful vow, - 

The Friend proteſts, and 'tis to Martin now, 

But if by wit, the worſt of Follies, curſt, 

' I muſt write on, ſtill wretched as at worſt. 


J_—_- —_—_ 
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To you [11 ſtill appeal, to you who know 

I never thought that Verſe was fated ſo. 

Who only errs, his errour may excuſe ; 

I own the Folly, and condemn the Muſe. 

What's paſt theWorld forgive&forgive me Friend, 

And, if a Poet ever can——Tl mend, 

No more ſhall Verſe delude with hopes of Fame, \' 

No more the Muſe my Senſes Empire claim, | 

No more ſhall numbers Charm ' 

Nor with 4ma/14's, nor with Martin's Name. . | | 

No more ſhall Love be as an Art diſplay'd, 

Only P11 cure thoſe Wounds my Verſe has made.” 

To every Name, to all, but Heaven and you, 

The beſt-good Man, Martin, my Friend——— 
| | (Adieu, 


